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TO 

ROBERT EARL OF HOLDERNESSE, 
BARON D'ARCY, MENIL AND CONYERS, 
LORD WARDEN 
OF HIS MAJESTY'S CIJIQUE PORTS, 
AND 

GOVERNOR OF DOVER CASTLE. 

SONNET. 

D' A R C Y, to thee, whatever of happier vein, 
Smit with the love of Song, my youth eflay'd. 
This verfe devotes from Aston's fecret fhade. 
Where letter'd Eafe, thy gift< endears the fcene. 
Here, as the light-wing'd moments glide ferene, 
I weave the bower, around the tufted mead 
In carelefs flow the fimple pathway lead. 
And ftrew with many a rofe the (haven green. 
So, to deceive my folitary days, 

With rural toils ingenuous arts I blend. 
Secure from envy, negligent of praife. 

Yet not unknown to fame, if D'Arcy lend 
His wonted fmile to dignify my lays. 

The Mufe's Patron, but the Poet's Fjiiend. 

May 12, 1763, 

W. M A S O N. 
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A 

MONODY. 

Sorrowing I catch the reed, and call the mufe ; 
If yet a mufe on Britain's plain abide. 
Since rapt MusjKua tun'd his parting ftratn : 
With him they liv'd, with him perchance they dy'd. 
For who e'er fince their virgin charms efpy'd, 
Or on the banks of Tban^es, or met their train^ 
Where Ifis fparkles to the funny ray ? 
Or have they deiga d to play. 
Where Camus winds along his broider'd vale. 
Feeding each blue bell pale, and daifie pied. 
That fling their fragrance round his rufhy tide } 

Yet ah I ye are not dead, Celeftial Maids j 
Immortal as ye are, ye may not die; 

W O T B, 

* Mr. Pdpe died in tke year 1744$ this Poem %rafi then written^ and 
pttblUhied firft in tlie year 1747. 
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Nor is it meet ye fly thefe penfive glades. 

Ere round his laureat herfe ye heave the figh. 

Stay then awhile, Oh ftay, ye fleeting fair 5 

Revifit yet, nor hallow'd Hippocrene, 

Nor Thefpiae's grove; till with harmonious te^/ 

Ye footh his (hade, and flowly-dittied air. 

Such tribute pour'd, again ye fnay repair 

To what lov'd haunt ye whilom did ele£l j 

Whether Lycaeus, or that mountain fair 

Trim Macnalus, with piny verdure deckt^ 

But now it boots ye not in thefe to ftray. 

Or yet Cyllene^s hoary fbade to chufe. 

Or where mild Ladon's welling waters play, 

Forego each vain excufe. 

And hafte to Thames's Ihorcs ; for Thames fliall join 

Our fad fociety, and pafling mourn. 

The tears fafl;-trickling o'er his filver urn. 

And, when the Poet's widow'd grot he laves. 

His reed-tcrown'd locks fhall fhake, his head ihall how. 

His, tide no more in eddies blith fliall rove. 

But creep foft by with long-drawn murmurs flow. 

For oft the mighty Maftcr rou^'d his waves 

With martial notes, or luU'd with ftrain of love ; 

He mufl: not now in briflc meanders flow 

Game- 
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Oamefome, and kifs'the fadly*filent fhofo^ 
Without the loan of fome poetic woe. 



Say fix&9 Sicilian Mufe, 
For, with thy flflers, thou didft weeping ftand 
In filent circle at the foiemn- fceiie, 
When Death approach'd, and wav'd his ebon wand^ 
Say how each laurel droopt its withering green ? 
How, in yon gK>t> each iilver trickling fpring 
Wander'd the (belly channels all among ) 
While as the coral roof did foftiy ring 
Refponfive to dieir fweetly-doleful fong. 
Meanwhile all pale th' expiring Poet laid, 
And funk his awful head. 
While vocal ihadows pleafing dreams prolong ; 
For fo,: bis fick'ning fpirits to releafe, 
They pour'd the balm of vifionary peace. 

Firft, fent from Cam's fair banks, like Palmer old^ 
Came * Titvrus flow, with head all filver'd o*er, 

NOTE. 

Cfnu * Tttynis, Sec,} i, e, Chaucxs, a name frequently glfenlius 
^ Speofer, See Sbif, Cal, Ed. 2, 6, iz, and elfewhere. 

Ani 
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And in his band aa oatken ciDok he hdte^ 

And thus in antiqac gitife ihort talk did hold. 
Grcte clerk of Fame' is houfe, whofe excellence 
Maie wele beiitt thilk place of eminenee, 

^ Mickle of wele betide tby houres laft. 
For mich gode wirke to me ddn and paft. 
Foc'fyn the day^ whenea^ my lyre ben ftrofigeR<^ 
And- deftly many a mery laie I fongen, 

*^ Old 1[*ime, which alle things don maliciouAy 
Gnawen with ritiky: tooth cooltinutlly^ 
Gnattrid my Unes, that thby all cmcrid ben. 
Till at the h& t1i6u fmoothen 'hem haft again \ 
Sithence full femcly gliden my ryihes 

<« As, (if fitteth thijk fimilitude) 

Whafine ihidlow brobke yrehnetb- hobKAg on^- 
Ovir rough ftonies it middth full roug^ fohg 
But, them.fioncs reisoven, tliis lite riverc 
Stealith forth by, making plefaunt murmere ; 
So my fely rymcs, wbofo may them ho^. 
Than ntakiS: everichone to ren right fote j 
And in thy verfe entunift fo fetifely, 

^< 1 hat men fayen I make ti^eWe meloidy,^ 

** 'And rptaken every defe to mj^ne honoure. 
Mich wele, grcte clerk, betide thy parting houre !** 

He 
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Me ceas'd his hoinely rhyine. 
When^X^oLiN Cu)UT, Elisat's Aepherd fwaiil^ 
The blitheft iad diat ever pipM on plain. 
Came with his reed fo&*warUiog on the way. 
And thrice he bow'd his head with modon niiidi 
And thus his {Riding numbers gaa eflay. 

I- 

^ t Ah ! lucklefs fwain, alas ! how art thou lorn^ 
Who once like oie could'ft frame tliy pipe to play 
Sfa^herds 4evlfe, and chear the iing'ring mom : 
Ne t^vifli. He breere, but learnt thy roundelay, 
<^ Ah plight too 6m iiich wordi to «qual ri^t I 
^< Ah worth too hi^ to meet fucb piteous plight 1 

NOTES. 

* Colin Oeut,'] U i. Stbniir, which name he gives himfelf through* 
iMit hit wosks. 



f The two iirft ilanzas of this fpeech, as they rdlate to Paftoral, are 
written in the meafure which Spenfer ufes ia the firft eclogue of the 
SbepbtrtTs Calendar i the reft^ where he fpcaks of Fable, are in the 
ftanEct of ^ /F«f ^«<yyi, 

11; « But 
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*^ but I nought ftiive, poor Colin^ to compaMi 
" My Hobbin's or my Thcnot's ruftic fkill 
To thy deft fwains^ whofe dapper ditties rare 
Surpafs ought elfe of quainteft ihepherd's quill; 
** Ev'n Roman Tityrus, that peerlefs wight, 
Mote yield to thee for dainties of delight;- 

III. 

Eke when in Fable's flow'ry paths you ftray'd, 
Maiking in cunning feints truth's fplendent face; 
Ne Sylph, ne Sylphid, but due tendance paid, 
« To (hield Belinda's lock from felon bafe. 
But all mote nought avail fuch harm to chacc. 
Then Una fair 'gan droop her princely mien. 
Eke Florimel, and all my faery race : 
Belinda far furpaft,my beauties (been, 
* Belinda, fubjefik meet for fuch foft lay I ween. 

Like as in village troop of birdlings trim^ 
Where Chanticleer his red creft high doth hold. 
And quaking Ducks, that wont in lake to fwim. 
And Turkeys proud, and Pigeons nothing bold ;* 

« If 
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if chance the Peacdck doth his plumes unfold, 
Eftfoons their meaner beauties all decaying^ 
He glift'neth purple and he glift'neth gold, 

^< Now with bright green, now blue himfelf arraying. 

Such is thy beauty bright^ all dther beauties fwayin^. 

V. 

^* But why do I defcant this toyifh rhyme. 
And fancies light in fimple guife pourtray ? 
Lifting to chear thee at this ruejpul time. 
While as black Death doth on thy heartftrings prey^ 

" Yet rede aright, aiid if this friendly lay 

Thou nathlefs judgeft all too flight and vain, 
* " Let my Well-tneaning mend my ill effay : 
So may I greet thee with a nobler ftrain. 

When fooh We mefet for aye^ in yon ftar-fprinkled 
« plain/' 

Laii came ai>ard of more majeflic tread. 
And « ThyrsiS hight by Dryad, Fawn, or Swain, 
Whene'er he mingled with the fhepherd train j 

NOTE. 

• Thyrfis higtt,^ t, e, MiltIon. Lytidas and the Epitapbium Damo- 
his are the only Paftorak we have of Milton^s j in the latter of which, 
where he laments Car, De^atut under the name of Damottj be call* 
hiaifelf rhyrfiu 

C But 
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But feldotn that ; for higher thoughts he fed ^ 
For him full oft the heav'rily Mufes led 
To clear Euphrates, and the fecret mount. 
To Araby, and Eden, fragrant climes. 
All which the facred bard would oft recount : 
And thus in ftrain, unus'd in fylvan (hade. 
To fad Mus^us rightful homage paid. 

" Thritehail, thou heav'n-taught Warbler ! laft and beft 
Of all the train ! Poet, in whom conjoin'd 
All that to ear, or heart, or head, could yield 
Rapture 5 harmonious^ manly, clear, fublime. 
" Accept this gratulation : may it chear 
*' Thy finking foul ; nor thefe corporeal ills 

Ought daunt thee, or appall. Know, in high heav'n 
Fame blooms eternal o'er that fpirit divine. 
Who builds immortal verfe. There thy bold Mufe, 
Which while on earth could breathe Maeonian fire^ 
Shall foar feraphic heights ; while to her voice 
Ten thoufand Hierarchies of Angels harp 
Symphonious, and with dulcet harmonics 
Uflier the fong rejoicing. I mean whilcy 
To footh thee in thefe irkfome hours of pam, 
Approach thy vifitant, with mortal praife 

« To 
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^« To praife thee mortal. Firft, for Rhyme fubducd j 

Rhyme, erft the minftrcl of primaeval Night, 
" And Chaos, Anarch old : She near their throne 
Oft taught the rattling elements to chime 
With tenfold din ; till late to earth upborn 
On ftrident plume, what time fair Poefie 
Emerg'd from Gothic cloud, and faintly fliot 
** Rekindling gleams of luftre. Her the fiend 
" Oppreft ; forcing to utter uncouth dirge, 
Runic, or Leonine ; and with dire chains 
Fettcr'd her fcarce-fledg'd pinion. I fuch bonds 
Aim'd to deftroy, hopelefs that Art could eafe 
Their thraldom, and to liberal ufe convert. 
^' This wonder to achieve Mvs JEVs came j 
•* Thou cam'ft, and at thy magic touch the chains 
Off dropt, and (palling ftrange I) fofti-wreathed bands 
Of flow'rs their place fupply'd : which well the Mufe 
f * Might wear for choice, not force ; obftruSion none, 
" But lov'Keft ornament. Wond'rous this, yet here 
The wonder refts not ; various argument 
Remains for me, uncertain, where to cull 
The leading grace, where countlefs graces charm. 
Various this peaceful cave ; this mineral roof j 
This 'femblage meet of coral, ore, and ftiell j 

C-2 Thefe 
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** Thefe pointed cryftals thro* the fhadowy cleft^ 

Bright glift'ring j all tbcfe ilowly-dripping rills^ 
*^ That tinkling wander p'er the pebbled floor : 
** Y,ct not this various peaceful cave, with this 
Its mineral roof ; npr this ailemblage peet 
Of coral, ore, and ihell; nor mid the ihaide 
^ Thefe pointed cryftab, glift'ring fiur; nor rillS| 
** That wander tinkling o*cr the pebbled floor ; 
Deal charms more various to each raptyrM fenie,, 
TJian thy mcUi^uous lay . " 

Ceafc, friendly fwain 5 
(Mus^ys cry'd, and rais*d his aching head] 
All praise is foreign, but of true desert ^ 

" PlaVS round the qSAD, BUT CQME& NOT TQ 
THE HEA^r* 

Ah ! why recall the toys of thoughtlefs youth ? 
^< When flow'ry fi<^ion held the place of truth ? 

Ere found to fenfe rcfign*d the filken rein, 

And the light lay ran muiically vain. 

Oh I in that lay had richeft fancy fiow*^ 
«* The fyrens warbled^ and the graces glpw*d ; 

Had livelieft nature, happieft art combined ; 

That lent each charm, and this each charm refin'd^ . 

Alas ! how little were my proudeft boaft ! 

The fweeteft trifler of my tribe at moft. 

To 
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To fway the judgment^ while be iboths the etF| 
f ^ To curb mad paffion in k» wild career ; 
f < To wake by fober teuch the ufeful lyre, ' 

And rule^ with reafofi's rigeuf, £uicy*s fyti 
f< Be this the poet's praife. And diis pofleft, 
\^ Take, Dul^efs and t^;^ duncei ! taike At i«ft» 

^* Come then that bpneft fame; whofetemp'rateray 
Or gilds the fatire, or the moral lay ; 
Whkfa dawns, tho' thou, rough Dovvb I hew out 
^« the line ; 

f< But beams, fage Horace ! from each ftraiii of dune« 

Oh if like thefe, with cpnfcious Freedom bold, 
«* Oae Poet more his manly meafures roU'd, 
^< Lil^e thefe Ie4 forfh th' indignant Mufe ti6 faarafe 

The venal ft^tefm^, and the titled flave ; 
f « To ftrip from frontlefs Vice her ftars and ftrings^ 
f < Nor fpare her baiking in the fmile of Kii^ : 
f * If grave, yet liyely j rational, yet warm ; 
f* Clear to ccMivince, and eloquent to charm ; 

He poured, for Virtue's caufe, ferene along 
^* The pureft precept, in the fweeteft fang : 
f* If, for her caufe, his heav'n-direAed plan 
f < Mark'd each meander in die maze of man i 
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Unmov*d'by fophiftry, unawM by name, 
^< No dupe to dodrines, and no fool to fame } 
Led by no fyftem's devious glare aftray. 
That meteor-like, but glitters to betray. 
Yes, if his foul to rcafon's rule refign'd, 
*' And heav'n's own views fair-op*ning on his mind, * 
Caught from bright nature's flame the living ray, 
Thro' paifion*s cloud pour'd in refiftlefs day-j 
« And taught Mankind in reas'ning Pride's defpite. 
That God is wise, and all that is is rigu^t $ 
If this his boaft, pour here the welcome lays ; 
Praife Icfs than this is mockery of praife," 

To poiir that praife be mine," fair Virtue cr/d\ 
And fliot, all radiant, thro' an op'ning cloud. 
But ah ! my Mufe, how will thy voice exprefs 
TV immortal ftrain, harmonious, as it flow'd I 
111 fuits immortal ftrain a doric drefs : 
And far too high already haft thou foar'd« 
Enough for thee, that, when the lay was o'er. 
The goddefs clafp'd him to her throbbing breaft^^ 
But what might that avail ? Blind Fate before 
Had op'd her ihears, to cut his vital thread ! 
And who may dare gainfay her ftern beheft i 
fiow thfide he wav'd the hand, thrice bow'd the head. 
And figh'd his foul to reft. Now 
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Now wept the Nymphs ; witnefs, ye waving (hades ! 
Witnefs, ye winding ftreams l.the Nymphs did weep : 
The heav'nly Goddefs too With tears did ftecp 
Her plaintive voice, that echo'd thro' the glades ; 
And, "cruel gods," and, " cruel ftars," ihc cry'dt 
Nor did the Ihephefds^ thro' the woodlands wide. 
On that fad day, or to the penfive brook. 
Or fdent river, drive their thirfty flocks : 
Nor did the wild-goat brouze the (hrubby rock» : 
And Philomel her cuftom'd oak forfook : 
And rofes wan were wav'd by zephyrs weak. 
As Nature's fclf was fick : 
And ev'ry lily droop'd its filver head. 
Sad fympathy ! yet fure his rightful meed^ 
Who charm'd all nature : well might N^;ture mourn 
Thro' aU her choiceft fweets Mus^us dead. 

IMITATION. 

Now wept tbe Nymphs, &c.] 
£xtin6lum Nymphae cradeli funere Daphnim 
Flebant : vos coryli teftes 8c flumina Nymphis. 
Cum, complexa fui corpus miferabile nati, 
Atque deos arque aftra vocat cnidelia Mater* 
Non ulJi paftos illis egere diebus 

Frigida, Daphoi, bovcs ad flumina ; nulla neque amnem 
Libavit quadrupcs, nec graminis attigic herbam. 

ViRG.Ecl. 5. 

Here 

I ... . 
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tiere eiid mt, Ooddefs ! this your fliephcr<i fang; 
All as his hands ah ivy chaplet wove. 
' Oh ! make it worthy of the ^cred Bard ; 
And make it eq4ial to tiie ihephefd's love; 
Thou too accept the ftraih witib meet regard i 
for fure, bleft Shades thou hear'ft my doleful fong i 
Whether with aiigel troops, the ftars ambhg^ 
From golden Harp thou call'ft ieraphic lays ; 
Or^ for fair Virtue's caiife, no^ doubly dear. 
Thou ftill art hov*ring o'er our tunelefs fphere i 
And moT'ft fbtnt htddeii ipring her wead to raife; 

Thiis the ^ohd iWaiii his doAt 6iie eflfay'd, 
Manhood's prime honours rifing on bis cheek : 
Trembling he ftrovc to court the tuneful maid 
With ftripling arts^ and dalliance all tbo weak^ 
Unfeen, unheard^ beneath an hawthorn ihade. 
But now dun clouds the welkin 'gan to ftreak ; 
And now down-dropt the larks, and ceas'd their ftraiii i 
^ They ceas'd, and with Aem ceas'd the fliepherd fwain; 

IMITATION. 

Here end vfe, Coddejs I Scc J 

Hcc fat erir> DtvSy ^eftrum cccinifle Poetattf^ 

Dum fedet, et gracili fifc^Tlam tetit bibifco, 

Picridcs : vos hsc facietit maxiitfa Callo ; 

Galloy Cttjus amor 6fc% Virc. £g1. il^. 

ODES. 
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ODE 



I. 



ro M E M O R r. 



*"^^Oth?r of wisdom! thou, whofefway 

The throng'd ideal hofts obey j 
Who bid'ft their ranks, now vai)ilh, now appear. 
Flame in the van, or darken in the rear ; 
Accept this votive verfe. Thy reign 
Nor place can fix, nor power reftrain. 
All, all is thine. For thee the ear, and eye 
Rove thro' the realms of Grace, and Harmony : 
The Senfes thee fpont^neous ferve. 
That wake, and thrill thro' ev'ry nerve. 
Elfe vainly fpft, loy'd Philomel ! would flow 
The foothing fadnefs of thy warbled woe ; 
Fife vainly fweet yon Woodbine fhade 
With clouds of fragrance fill the glade ; 



' * According to a fnigmeat of ASrzmMS^ who makes Experience and 
Memory the parents of Wifdom. 

iTsvs nu genuit, Afattr peperit Memoria, 
O ^ I AN tncant me Graii, vot Sapientiam. 
Ti^is paflage is preferred by Aulus GelUus, lib. xiii. cap. S. 



NOTE. 



D 2 
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Vainly, the cygnet fpread her downy plumCj^ 
The vine guih nediar, and the virgin bloom, 

But fwift to thee, alive, and warm. 

Devolves each tributary charm : 
See modeft Nature bring her fimple (lores. 
Luxuriant Art exhauft her plaftic powers ; 

While every flower in Fancy's clime, 

Each gem of old heroic Time, 
CulI'd by the hand of the induftrious Mufe, 
Around thy fbrine their blended beams diffu^i 

IL 

Hail, MEM'RY ! hail. Behold, I lead 

To that high fhrine the facred Maid t 
Thy daughter fhe, the Emprefs of the lyre. 
The firft, the fairelf , of Aonia's quire. 

She comes, and lo, thy realms expand ! 

She takes her delegated ftand 
Full in the midft, and o*er thy numVbus trai»| 
Difplays the awful wonders of her reign. 

There thron'd fupreme in native ttsitc^ 

If Sirius flame with fainting heat. 
She calls ; ideal groves their (hade extend. 
The cool gale breathes, the filent ihow'rs defcend. 

Or, 



Digitized by Google 



[ 21 ] 

Or, if bkak Wintor, frowning round, 
Difrobe the tms, and chill the ground, 
She, mild Magjiciln, wayes her ptstent wand. 
And ready Summers wake at hfr command. 
See, vifionary Suns arife. 
Thro' filver clouds, and azure ikies ;. 
See, fportive Zephyrs fan the crtfped ftreams ; 
Thro' fhadowy brakes light glance tibne fparkling beams ; 
While^ near the fecret mofs*grown cave. 
That ftands befide the cryfial wave^ 
Sweet Echo, rifing from her rocky bed, 
Mimics the feyther'd Chorus o'er her head« 

III. 

Rife, hallow'd MILTON ! rife, and fay. 

How, at thy gloomy clofe of day ; 
JIow, when " depreft by Age, befet with vrrongs 
\Vhcn ** fall'n on evil days and evil tongues i" 

When Darknefs, brooding on thy fight, 

Exil'd the fov'reign lamp of light j 
^ay, what could then one chearing hope diffufe ? 
What friends were thine, fave Mem'ry and the Mufe i 

Hence the rich fpoils, thy ftudious youth 

Caught from the ftores of antient Truth : 

Hence 
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Hence all thy claffic wand'rings could exploro^ 
When Rapture led thee to the Latian fliore ; 
Each Scene, that Tiber's bank fuppl/d j 
Each Grace, that pby'd on Arno's fide ; 
The tepid Gales, thro* Tufcan glades that flyj 
The blue Serene, that fpreads Hefperia's iky ; 
Were ftill thine own : thy ample Mind 
Each charm received, retained, combin'd. 
And thence the nightly Vifitant," that came 
To touch thy bofom with her facred flame, 
Recall'd the long-loft beams of grace^ 
That whilom fliot from Nature's face. 
When GOD, in Eden, o*er her youthful breaft 
Spread with his own right hand Perfe^on's gorgeous 
vcft. 
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ODE 11. 

^To a JTATER N T M P H. 

YE green-hair'd Nymphs, whom Pan^s decrees 
Have giv'n to guard this folemn wood 
To fpeed the {hooting fcioils into trees. 
And call the rofeate bloffom from the bud. 
Attend. But chief, thou Naiad, wont to lead 
This fluid cryftal fpa^kling as it flows. 
Whither, ah, whither art thou fled ? 
\ What fliade is confcious to thy v/ocs f 
Ah, 'tis yon Poplars' awful gloom 1 
. Poetic eyes can pierce the fcene ; 
Can fee thy drooping head, thy withering bloom ; 
See grief diffus'd o'er all thy languid mien. 

NOTES. 

• This Ode wai written in the year 1747, and publiAea id the firft 
Volume of Mr. DodHey's Mifcellany. It ii here revifed throughout, 
aad concluded according to the Author'i original idci. 

t A feat near • • finely fiiuatcd, with a great commaAd of water j 
but difpofed iji • very falfc t^ftc. 

Well 
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Well may'ft thou wear misfortune's faintiiig air J 
Well rend thole flow'ry hpnours from thy broW j 

Devolve that length of carelefs hair j 

And give thine azure veil to flow 

Loofe to the wind : for, oh, thy pain 

The pitying' Mufe can well relate : 
That pitying Mufe (ball Breathe her tend'reft ftraihi 
To teach the echoes thy difafttous fate. 
*Twas, where yon Beeches' erouding branches clos'dj 
What time the Dog-ftar's flames intenfely burn, 

In gentle indolence composed, 

Reclin'-d upon thy trickling urn, 

Slumb'ring thou lay'ft, all free from fears ; 

No friendly dfe^m foretold thine harm j 
When fudden, fee, the tyrant Art appears, 
' To fnatch the liquid treafures from thine arm& 
Art^ gothic Art, has feiz'd thy darling vafe : 
That vafe which filver-flipper'd Thetis gave^ 

For fome foft ftory told with grace. 

Among th* aflTociates of the wave ; 

When, in fequefter'd coral vales. 

While worlds of waters roU'd above. 
The circling fea-nymphs told alternate tales 
Of fabled changes, and of flighted love. 

Ah! 
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A!h ! loft txk> j«f%dndumM : for the Fiend 

bas on fOR Aeli^vnKxiigfaib terras pois'3 it liigfa ^ 
And theticc iie (Ads its ftrcams defcehd. 
With torturihg tegukritf » 
From ftep to ftsp^ with fuHen fotxnd^ 
The forcM csifcade^ itidighaikt leap ; 

Kow iiQidag iill the iafon's nveafur'd round ; 

There in a didfl ftajghation dpbm'd to deep. 

XVhere now the vooal fietbios* gurgling fong ? 

iThe rill flow-drifipiiig fr©m its rocky ipriiig^ 
What free meander winds along^ - 
Or curis wlicA 2ephyr WMres his %rtng ? 
Alas, thefe ^oties are yio more t 
Fortune, Oh give mc to j«deem 

The ravifh'd vafe ; Ok givc xhc to rcftbr6 . . 

Its antienit honours to dds haplefs flreatn. 

Thea, N-ympb, again, )wii!h .all dicir wonted qafc. 

Thy wanton Waters, volatile and free. 
Shall wildly warbk, as they pl^afe^ 
Their foft, loquacious haitoony.. . ^ . 
Where Thou and Nature bid them rorc, 
There win I gently aid <heit way ^ 

Whether to. darioea in thp-ibadowy grove, ; ' ' 

Or, in themtad, refledthe dancing ray. 

' • E 
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For thee too, Goddefs^ o'er that faaliowM fpot^ 
Where fiirft thy fount of cryftal bubbles bright,' > 

Thefe hands fhall arch a m&ic grot, . .... 

Impervious to the garifh light, 

I'll not demand of Ocean's pride: 

To bring his coral fpoils from , far : 
Nor will I delve yon yawning mountain's fidcj. 
For latent minerals i^Ough, or po\iJh*d fpar : . . 
But anti(}ue roots, with ivy dark o'ergroWn^ 
Steep'd in the bofom of thy chilly lake, . . 

Thy touch ihall turn to living ftonc ; / 

And thefe the funple roof, ihall deck* . 

Yet grant one melancholy boon : 

Grant that, at evening's fober hour. 

Led by the luftris of the rifing moon, 

My ftep may frequent tread thy pebbled floor* 
There, if perchance I wake the. love-lorn thetne^ 
In melting accents queruloufly flow. 

Kind Naiad, let thy pitying ibeam 

With wailing notes accordant flow : 

So ihait thou footh this heaving heart. 

That mourns a faithful Virgin loft ; 
So fhall thy murmurs, and my figh^ impart 
Some fliare of penfive pleafttrc to her ghoft. 

ODE 
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o jy E 



III. 



an • MOLUSTs HARP 



Sent to Mifs Shepheard^ 



YES, magic Lyre! now all complete 
Thy {lender frame refpcnfive rings ; 
While kindred notes^ with qnduUtiton fweet. 
Accordant wake from all thy vocsd firings. 
Go then to her, whofe (oft requeft 
Bad my bleft hands thy form prepare : 
Ah go, and fweet]y fpoth her tender breaft 
With many a w^ble wjl^^ and artlefs air. 
For know, full oftf while a'er the mead 
Bright Jui)e extends het fragrant reign, . , . 
The flumb'ring iball place thee near her head. 
To court the gales th^t cqpl the fultry pl^in. i 



* Thb inftmment was firft invented by Kircher about the year 1649. 
See kis Mufiirgia Unvuerfalh five art €9tifoni & dij/ini, lib. Ix, After 
> having been negledled above a hundred years^ it was again accidentally 
dlfcovered by Mr. Ofwald. 
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Then 0iall the Sylphs, ajid Sylphids bright^ 

Mild GenR all, to wkofe ftigh cafe 
Her virgin charms arc giv'n, in circling flight 
Skim fpdrtkre round thee ta the fields of air. 

Some, flutt'ring thro' thy trembling ftrings. 

Shall catch the rich melodbuar fpoil. 
And lightly brufli thee with their purple wings 
To aid the Zephyrs in theif tuiirfal t6il ^ 

Whik others check e^lch ruder galc^ 

£xpe] rough Boreas from the iky; 
Nor let a brce^ its heaving breath exhftle. 
Save fuch as foftly pant, and panting die. 

Then, as thy fwelling accents rife. 

Fair Fancy, wdcing at the found. 
Shall paint bright viGon^ on her raptur'd eyes^ - ' 
And waft her ^rkV to enchanted ground ; 

To myrtle groves, tlyfian greens, - " ' 

In which fcime favVite Youth 'ffiall rove-, - ' 
And meet, and' lead her thro' the glittering fcenesj ' 
And all be Mufic, Extafy, and Love, 



ODE 
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ODE IV. 

r$ INpEPENDENCr. 

I; • - • 

HERE, on nay natfv* fltor^ recifki^A, ' - 
While Silence rule& th!« mid Aight hour, 
I woo diee, Go&i>B9s. On my nmfing rnibd 
Defcend^ propitious PoWer ! 
And bid thefe mfiffig gales of grief fubfide : 
Bid my calm'd feul with all thy infltience (hifieg 
As^ycm clwfte OA along thw ample tide • 
Draws the long luftre of her filver line. 
While the hufliM breeze its feft weak whifper blows^ 
And lulls old HuMBBR to his deep Tepo(«« 

• tl. 

Come to thy- Vot*rjr's ardent prayer. 
In all thy graceful plainnefe dreft ; ] 
No knot confines thy waving hair, 
No zone thy floating veft 5 
Unfullied Honour decks thine op^ %row^ r . 
And Candonr brightens in thy modeft e^ : - ' - 
Thy blufli is warm Contcnt*8 gfliefeal glow; ^ 
Thy fmile is Peace j thy ftep is/Liberty : 
ThoH (batter 'ft bkffings pound with lavilh hand, 
Aa Sptin^ with carelefs fragrance fills the land! 



[ 30 3 

As now o'er this lone beach I ftrajr, 
♦^Tliy fav'rite Swain oft ftole along, * - 
And artlefs wove his Dorian lay, 
Faj*.from the biify throng. ^ 
Thou hQztd'& him, Goddpfs, ftrijce the? tendfr flying, 
And bad*ft hi^ foul with bolder pai&pn^ move ; 
Soon thefe refponlive (hores; forgot to ring. 
With Beauty's praife, or plaint of flighted Lroyc ; 
To lof|ier flights his daring Genius ro&. 
And led the war, 'gainft thine, and Freedom'* 

IV. • 

Pointed with Satire's keeneft fteel. 

The fliafts of Wit he darts around ; 

Ev'n t mitred Dulnefs learns to feel. 

And {brinks beneath the wound* 
In awful poverty his honeft Mufo 
Walks forth vindi<9ive thro' a venal land : 
In vain Corruption fheds.hjer golden dews. 
In vain Oppreflion* lifts her iron hand 5 
He fcorns thecn both, and, arm'd with truth alonq. 
Bids Luft and Folly tremble on the throne. 

NOTES. 

* Andrew Marvel, born at Klngfton upon Hull In the year 1620. 
f Ste^be Rebearfal tranfpfffid, and an account of the effe^ of that 
(atire^ in tljie Blographia B;itannica> srt» Mar^tlU 

, V. Be- 
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V/ 

Bcholdy.ltkebim, immoctel Maid, 

The Mufes' vefbl fires I bring : 

Here^ at jthy feet> the fyaxks I fpread : 

Propitious wave tbjr wing. ' 
And fan. them to thit.daztling-Uazc of Sehg, 
Which glares .trbmendous on At Sons of Piide. 
But, .hark> . metbinka I Jhear beb haStowfd tongue \i 
In diftant triS)s it echoes o'er the tide ; . . '/ - ' 

Now nxpel» mi* ear with Warbles wildly free, * . 
As fwells theX^rk'siOXfndim .QX^ 

VI, 

•^FoiMi Youth I to Mar vjill's patriot fame, 
Thy humble breaft muft iie'er aiQ>ire, > 
Yet noujrilhftillt^iaflfrlent flame; ' ^ 
Still ftrike diy bla<iuelefs Lyre : .'.()' • 
Led by the.iporal Mufe, ftcurely rovei I 
And. all. the vernal fweets.thy vacant Youth * - 
Can .cull fronjt^ bufy Fancy's fairy grove,- ^ ■ 
Oh hang their foliage round the fane of Truth : 
To arts like tfeeft devote thy tuneful toH, 
And meet its fair rewani in D*Arcy*s fmilc* 



VII. « 'Tis 



VII. 

'Tis he. mifr Sofe^ alone fliidl chtaf 

" Thy fick'ning foul ^ at diafc fad hoid^ 
u Wheh o*qt 1 infaclutovfd Pareni^ tiqc^ - 
'* Thy duteous Sosniwar flita«r : 
^< At th^fad hour^ Mien sdltliy iifapes deditiei 
Wheiiphiifig Carts iftAd» on her paUiH xnih^ 
Audioes tbe'e, Bee tfae^tvflk, fttid widOw'A' Vine^ . 
^< Winding thy U«Aed^litlAl^^%r^ |)}^ 
At that &A hour fiiatll D'Alic y lend his aM^ 
^< And raife with Ftfiaiirifliip^ft Mi diy'4itiO{>kig'1lt2ftl^ 

: ^ Tide frqgt^ wi^idhr; the y/bxti)^ kustAi ' 
That tfooBii'd dM:ft V^eal fliddeb luMtig^ 
" Where wvfer Flaft'iy diurii mud, ' ' 
" Or Intei3eft*^fisirVilefllit)ilg| - 
Receive, ihou fs^Vdur^ Sm, ik my obmmand^ * 
And kett{H vridi feCftd owe. For iyAR^V*e bw^Hr : 
Tell him, ^cwJts wove by tny immottal hamd^ 
« I btftath'd ^n cvfery fldWW ^ "puttr gW j • 
^« Say, for thy fala, I fend the gift divine 
To bim, who th^ iffs, yet makes fhM ktlt^E." 

ODE 
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ODE 



to d FRIEND. 




H ! ccafe this kind perfuafive ftrain. 



JLjL Which, when it flows from Friendfliip's 

tongue^ 
However weak, however vain. 
Overpowers beyond the' Siren's fong : 
Leave me, my friend, indulgent go. 
And let me mufe upon my woe. 
Why lure me from thefe pale retreats ? 
Why rob me of thefe penlive fweets ? 
Can Mulick's voice, can Beauty's eye, 
Can Painting's glowing hand fupply 
A charm fo fuited to my mind. 
As blows this hollow guft of wind, 

drops this Ij^le weeping rill 
Soft tinkling down the mofs>grown hill. 
While thro' the weft, where finks the crimfon Day, 
Meek Twilight flowly fails, and waves her banners grey ? 



Say, 
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Say, from aiRi£lion's Various fourcc 

Do none but turbid waters flow ? 

And cannot Fancy clear, ihcir courfe ? 

For Fancy is the friend of Woe. 

Say, mid that grove, in love-lorn ftate. 

While yon poor Ringdove mourns her mate. 

Is all, that meets the ihepherd's ear, 

Infpir'd by anguifh, and defpair ? 

Ah ! no ; fair Fancy rules the Song : 

She fwells her throat y £be guides her tongue ; 
,She bids the waving Afpin fpray 

Quiver in cadence to her lay ; 

She bids the fringed Oliers bow. 

And ruftle round the lake below. 
To fuit the tenor of her gurgling figbs. 
And footh her throbbing breaft with fylemn fympathies* 

IIL 

To thee, whofe young and poljfh'd brow 
The wrinkling hand of Sorrow fpares ; 
Whofe cheeks, beftrew'd With rofes, know 
No channel for the tide of tears 

T# 
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To th^ yon Abbey dank, and lone. 
Where ivy chains each mould'ring ftone 
That nods o'er many a Martyr's tomb. 
May caft a formidable gloom. 
Yet Some there are, who, free from fear. 
Could wander thro' the cloiftcrs drear. 
Could rove each defolated Ifk, 
Tho' midnight thunders fliook the pile ; 
And dauntlefs view, or feem to view, 
(As faintly flaOi the lightnings blue) 
Thin fhiv'ring Ghofts from yawning charnels throng. 
And glance with lUent. fweep the fhaggy vaults along, 

IV- 

But fuch terrific charms as thefe, 
I a^k not yet : My fober mind 
The fainter forms of fadnefs pleafe^ 
My forrows are of fofter kind. 
Thro' this ftill valley let me ftray. 
Rapt in fome ftrain of penfive Gray : 
Whofe lofty Genius bears along 
The confcious dignity of Song ; 
And, fcorning from the facrcd ftore 
To wafte a note on Pride or Power, 

F 2 Roves 
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Roves thro' the glimmering twilight gloom, 
And warbles rouiid each ruftic tomb : 
He, too, perchance (for well I know. 
His heart can melt with friendly woe) 
He, too, perchance, when thefe poor limbs are laid. 
Will heave one tuneful figh, apd fobth 1717 bov'riji^ 
Shade* 



ODE 
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ODE VI. . 

♦ On the Fan of T T RAN N T. 
Li. 

^^Ppression dies : the Tyrant falls : 



V-/ The golden City bows her walls ! 

Jehovah breaks th* Avenger's rod. 
The Son of Wrath, whbfe ruthlefs hand 
HurPd Defolation o'er the land. 
Has run hi$ raging race; has'clos'd the fcene of blood« 

Chiefs arm'd ardund behold their vanquifh'd Lord ; 
Kor fpread the guardian ihield, nor lift the loyal fword* 



* This Ode is a free panphnTe of Part of the 14th chapter of Ifaiak^ 
where the Prophet, after he has foretold the deftru^tion of Babylon, 
Subjoins a Song of Triumph, which,, he fuppofes, the Jews will iilig 
when his predidion is fulfilled. And it pall come to fafs in tbt day that 
the Lord Jbali give thee reft from thy forrowt and from tby fear^ and 
from the bard bondage wherein thou waft made to ferve, that thou fiah 
take up this proverh againft the King cf Baiylon, Mtd fey, ** How hatk 
the ofprejfor ceafed, &c." 

xft Strophe^ t^, 4^ 5, ^* 




NOTE. 
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hi. 

He falls ; and Earth again is free. 
Hark ! at the call of Liberty, 

All Nature lifts the choral fong. 
The Fir-trees, on the mountain's head^ 
Rejoice thro' all their pomp of fhade j 
The lordly Cedars nod on facred Lebanon : 

Tyrant ! they cry, fince thy fell force is broke. 
Our proud heads pierce the (kies, nor fear the wood** 
ihan's ftroke, 

1-3. 

Hell, from her gulph profound, 
Roufes at thine approach ; and, 'all around. 
Her dreadful notes of preparation found* 

See, at the awful call, 

Her fhadowy Heroes all, 
Ev'n mighty Kings, the hein of empire wide, 

Rifing, with folemn ftate, and flow,. 

From their fable thrones below, 
Meet, and xnfult thy pride. 

REFEREKCES. 

tft Antiftrophe, tb« wboU Earth is at r^, &c. rex, 7, S« 

ift £po4cy HgU frm hentatb i$ movtd fir tbet, &c. Ter. ^ to, lu 

What 
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What, doft thou join our ghoftly train, 

A flitting fhadow light, and vain ? 

Where is thy pomp, thy fcftivc throng. 

Thy revel dance, and wanton fong ? 
Proud King ! Corruption &ftens on thy breaft ; 
And calls her crawling brood, and bids them lhare the 
feaft. 

II. 1- 

Oh Lutifer 1 thou radiant ftar ; 
. Son of the Modrn ; whofe loiy car 

'Flam'd foremoft in the van of day: 
How art thou fall'n, thou King of Light f 
Hottr fall'n from thy meridian height ! 
Who faid'ft the diftant poles fhall hear me, and obey. 

High, o'er the ftars, my fapphire throne ihatl gk>w. 
And, as Jjsho v ah's felf, my voice the heav'ns ihall bow. 

11. 2. 

He fpake, he died. Diftain'd with gore, 
Befide yon yawning cavern hoar, 

REFERENCES. 

Sd Strophe, How art thou falUn frm Heaven, &c. ver. is, 13, 14* 
Ad AAtiftr«|h<, Tet tbou fiak h krnigbt dovm tg Htil, Ac. ver. 
16. 

See, 
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iSee,. vrfiere his livid corfe is laicL 
The aged Pilgrim paffing by, 
Surveys him long with dubious eye ; 
And mufes on his fate, and fhakes his reverend head. 

Juft heavens ! is thus thy pride imperial gone i 
U this poor heap of duft the King of Babylon i 

II. 3. 

Is this the Man^ whofe nod 
Made the Earth trenAIe : whofe terrific rod 
Levell'd her loftieft cities i Where He trod. 

Famine purbi'd^ and frown'd ; 

'Tin Nature groaning round. 
Saw her rich realms transform'd to deferts dry 

While at his crouded prifon's gate, 

Grafping the keys €>f Fate^ 
Stood ftern Captivity. 

V^ain Man ! behold thy righteous doom } 

Bohold each neighb'ring monarch's tomb ; 

The trophied arch, the breathing bull, 

Th^ laurel fhades their facred duft : 

REFERENCES. 

^ Epode, It this ii# mm tUt- mudi tbt Earth tremUt, ftc. w. 16, 
V> i8# 19* 

While 
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While thou, vile Out-caft, on this hoftile plaiii, 
Moulder'ft, a vulgar corfe, among the vulgar flain* 



III. U 

No trophied arch, no bte^thing buft, j 
Shall dignify thy trampled duft t 

No laurel flourifli o'er thy grave* 
For why, proud King, thy ruthlefs hand 
Hurl'd Defolation o'er the land. 
And cru(h'd the fubjed race, whom kings are bom to fave : 

Eternal Infamy {hall blaft thy name. 
And all thy ions fhall ihare their impious Father's (hame. 

IIL a. 

Rife, purple Slaughter I fundus rife j 
Unfold the terror of thine eyes ; 

Dart thy vindictive (hafts around : 
Let no Ih-ange land a fhade afford. 
No conquer'd Nations call them Lord ; 
Nor let their cities rife to curfe the goodly ground. 

REFERENCES. 
3d Strophe^ Tboit Jbalt not be joined to them in Burial^ Sec. ver. 20. 
3d Antlftrophe^ Prepare Slaughter for bisCbiUrep, ver. 11^ 21— « 

G For 
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For tbua Jihqv AH fwws i nft Nawe* no, &oii» 
No i?caui2wU resouA of haughty Bahyloiu 

Thus faith the rightequs Lord : 
My Vengeance fhaH Unlheath the flwfiing IWordj 
0*cr all thy reaJw my Fury OawJl be pour- d* 

Where yon proud city flood) 

ril fpread the ftagnaiit flood j 
And there the Bittern in the fedgc (Ml lurk, 

Moaning with fuJlen fhrain : 

While, fvi^eeping o'er the plaia, 
Deftruaion ends her work. 

Yes, on mine holy qaountain's brow, . 

I'll cruQi this ipxmi Affyrian foe* 

Th' irrevocable wo^d is fpoke. 

From Judah's i»eck the galling yoke 
Spontaneous falls, flie Oxines with wonted ftate *, 
Thus by myself I fwear, and what I fwear is Fate* 

R E.F E R E N C E S. 

3d Epode, Sattb tbeL^rd, I will alfi make it a ^oJeJJiQn fir the Bittern, 
itz. ver.— — 22> »3, a4> «5j a** *7« 

ELEGIES. 
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ELEGY I. 



To a rOUNG NOBLEMAN 
Leavifig; ibe Umverfity. 

ER E yet, ingenuous Youth, thy fteps retire 
From Cam's fmooth margin, and the peaceful vale. 
Where Science callM thee to her ftudious quire. 

And met thee mufing in her cloifters pale ; 
Oh ! let thy friend (and may he boaft the name) 
Breathe from his artlefs reed one parting lay; 
A lay like this thy early Virtues claim. 

And this let voluntary Friendihip pay. 
Yet know, the time arrives, the dangerous time. 
When all thofe Virtues, opening now fo fair, 
, Tranfplanted to the world's tempeftuous clime, 

Muft learn each Paffion's boift'rous breath to bear. 
There, if Ambition peftilent and pale. 

Or Lu3(ury fliould taint their vernal glow; 
Jf cold Self-intereft, with her chilling gale, 

Should blaft th' unfolding bloiToms ere they blow; 

If 



i 

Digitized by Google 



t +6 3 

If mimic hues, by Art, or Fafhion fpread. 

Their genuine, iimple tolouring Ihduld Aipply, 
Oh ! with them may thefe laureate honours fade ; 

And with them (if it can) my Friendship die« 
Thea do not Uifne, if, tho* thyfelf iitfpire. 

Cautious I ftrike the panegyric firing ; 
The Mufe full oft j^urfvee i meteor fift, 

Aiid^ vainly vtsnt'rous, feats on WdxeA wing^ 
Too aftively awake at FriendAii^'^ voice. 

The Poet't bofbkii pouri Ae fetveat fthiili^ 
Till M Reflefticn blao^es the htftjT dioice^ 

And toft invtricef Oblivion'^ ^d in vain» 
Call we the Shade ^ Pope, from that bleft bower 

Where thron'd he fits wi A many a tuneful Sag^ ; 
Aik, if he ne'er beteoatts that hapleffi hour 

When St. Johw's name ♦ iUuniin'd Gltrft pdge 2 
Afk, if Ae wretch^ who d^'d his ittem'fy ftain^ 

Aft, if lus country't, hi^ nsligibn^ foe 
Deferv'd the meed that MaIilbeo' fail'd to gaifli 

The deadilefs need, ht aeiy could Mow ( 

N o T 8. 

a Alluding to thii couplet of Mr. Vor%\ 

To CaTo ViKGit paid one honeft line, 
O let my Country*! frieads UkmiMi minct 

The 
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The Bard wiU tcH thee, the mi^uided praiOei 

Qouds t^e celeftial funfliine of his hriafti 
Ev'n now, repentant of his erring Lays, 

He heaves a iigh amid the realms of reft* 
If PoPB thro' Friendfbip fail'dy indignant view^ . 

Yet pity pRYBBN J hark, whene'er he fings, 
How Adulation drops her coUrtly dew 

On titled Rhymers, and inglorious Kings, 
See, from the depths of his exhauftiefs mine, 
. His glittering ftores the tuneful Spendthrift throws i 
Where Fear, or Interefk bids, behold they ihine y 

Nowgrace aC&aMWSLi,'s, now a Charles's brows. 
Born with too generous, or too mean a heart, 

Qrydsn I in v^in to thee thoie fk^cea were lent : 
Thy fweeteft numbers but a trifling Art i 

Thy ftrongeft di^ion idly eloquent. 
The fimpleft Lyre, if Truth direft its Lays, 

Warbles a melody ne'er heard from thine : 
Not to difguft with falfe, or venal praife. 

Was Parnell's modeft fame, and may be mine- 
Go then, my Friend, nor let tfey candid breaft 

Cpndemn me, if I check the plaufive ftring ; 
Go to the wayward world ; complete the reft; 

Be, what the pureft Mufe would wifli to iing. 

Be 
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fie ftill thyfelf ; that open path of Truths 

Which led thee here, let Manhood firm purfue j 
ketain the fweet iimplicity of Youth, 

And, all thy virtue di£btes, dare to do. 
Still fcorn, with confcious pride, the ma(k of Art; 

On vice's front let fearful caution lower. 
And teach the diffident^ difcreeter part 

Of knaves that plot^ and fools that fawn for Power. 
So, round thy brow when Age*s honours fpread. 

When Death's cold hand unftrings thy Mason's lyre. 
When the green turf lies lightly on his head. 

Thy worth fhall fome fuperiour bard infpire : 
He, to the ampleft bounds of Time's domain. 

On Rapture's plume ihall give thy Name to fly i 
For truft, with reverence truft this ♦ Sabine ftrain : 
The Mufe forbids the Virtuous Man to die." 



Written in 17534 

NOTE. 

• ...^Dignum laude Virum 

Mufa Tetat mori. Hot ace* 
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ELEGY IL 

iVrinen in the GARDEN of a FRIEND. 

WHILE o'er ftiy head this laurel-wcJvert bower 
Its arch of glittering verdure wildly^ flings. 
Can Fancy flumber ? caii the tuneful Power, 

That rules tny lyre, negle£k her Wonted ftrihgs ? 
No ; if the blighting Eaft deform'd the plain. 

If this gay bank no balmy fweets exhal'd. 
Still (hould the grove re-echo to my ftrain. 

And friendfliip prompt the theme, where beauty fail'd. 
For he, whofe carelefs art this foliage dreft. 

Who bad thefe twitting braids of woodbine bend. 
He firft, with truth and virtue, taught my breaft 

Where bcft to chufe^ and beft to fix a friend. 
How well does Mem'ry note the golden day. 

What time, reclin'd in Margaret's ftudious glade. 
My ihimic reed firft tun'd the * Dorian Lay, 

Unfeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn fliade ?" 

NOTE. 

* MwsAUS, the firft Poem in this Collection, written while the 
Author WIS a Scholar of St, John^ii College in Cambridge, See p. 16. 

H ' 'Twas 
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'Twas there we met ; the Mufes hail'd the hour | 

The fame defires, the fame ingenuous arts 
Infpir'd us both 5 we own'd, and bleft the power 

That jpin*d at once our ftudies, and our hesMts* 
Oh ! fmce thofe days, when Science fpread the feaft> 

When emulative Youth it§ reU(h lent:. 
Say, has one genuine Joy is'er warm'd my breaft { 

Enough ; if Joy was Jiis, bq mine Content. 
To thirft for pr^ife his temperate Youth forbore 

He fondly wifli'd not for a Poet's name ; 
Much did he love the Mufe, but Q^iet more, 

And, tho' he might command, he flighted Fame. 
Hither, in manhood's prime, he wifely fled 

From all that Folly, all that Pride approves ; 
To this foft fcene a tender Partner led i 

This laurel fhade was witnefs to their loves. 
" Begope," he cry'd, " Ambition's air-drawn plan ; 
Hence with perplexing pomp, unwieldy wealth : 

Let me not feem, but be the happy man, 
, " Poffeft of Love, of Competence, and Health." 
Smiling he fpake, nor dijd the Fates withftand ; 

In rural arts the peaceful moments flew : 
Say, lovely Lawn ! that felt his forming hand, 

How foon thy furface fhoile with verdure new ; 

How 
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How foon obedient Flora brought her ftore, 

And o'ex thy breaft a fho^irer of fragrance fliing : 
Vertumnus canie; his earlieft blooms he bore. 

And thy rkh fides with waving purple hung ; 
Then to the fight, he call'd yon ftatcly fpire. 

He pierc'd th' oppofing oak's luxuriant ihade ; 
Bad yonder croudixtg hawthorns low i'etire, 

Nor veil thte glories of the golden mead. 
Hail, fylvan wonders, hail ! and hail the hand, 

Whofe native taflc thy native charms difplay'd. 
And taught one little itcre to command 

Each envied happtnefs of feenet and (hade. 
Is there a hill, whofe dtftant ai^ure bounds 

The ample range of Scarfdale's proud domain, 
A mountain h6ar, that yon wild Pei^k furraunds, 

But lends a willing beauty to thy plain ? 
Aod, lo ! in yonder path I fpy my friend 5 ^ 

He looks the guardian genius of the grove. 
Mild as ♦ the fabled Form that whilom deign'd. 

At MiLtoN's call, in Harefield's haunts to royei 
N O T t, ^ 

• See the Defcription of the Genius of the Wood, in: Milton** 
Arcades. 

For know, by^lot, from Jove, l aov the Power 
Of this fair wood, and live in oaken bower ; 
To narfft the Saplings tall, and curl the grove 
With ringlets quaint, 

H 2 Bleft 
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Bleft Spirit, come I tho' pent in mortal mould,, 

rU yet invoke thee by that purer name i 
Oh come, z Portion of thy blifs unfold. 

From Folly's maze my wayward ftep reclaim. 
Too long, alas, my inexperienced youth, ^ 

Mifled by flattering Fortune's fpecious tale. 
Has left the rural reign of Peace, and Truth, 

The huddling brook, cool-cave, and whifpering vale^ 
Won to the world, a candidate for praife. 

Yet, let me boaft, by no ignoble art. 
Too oft the public ear has heard my lays. 

Too much its vain applaufe has touch'd my heart | 
But now, ere Cuftom binds his powerful chains. 

Come, from the bafe enchanter fet me free ; 
While y«t my foul its iirft, beft tafte retains. 

Recall that foul %o reafqn, peace, and thee. 
Teach me, like thee, to mufe on Nature's page. 

To mark each wonder in Creation's plan. 
Each mode of being trace, and, humbly fage. 

Deduce from thefe the genuine powers of Man ; 
Of Man, while warm'd with reafon's purer ray. 

No tool of policy, no dupe to pride ; 
Before vain Science led his tafte aftray ; 

When confcience was his law, and God his guide. 

This 
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This let me learn, and learning let me live 

The leilbn o'er. From that great Guide of Trutli 

Oh may my fuppliant foul the boon receive 
To tread thro' age the fbotfteps of thy yovth^ 

Wnttea iii 



£ L £ G T 



Digitized by Google 



54 ] 



♦E L E 



G Y IIL 



TV th Rep. M^. HU R D. 

FRIEND of my youth, who, when the wJUmg Mufe 
Streamed o'er my breaft her warm poetic rays, 
Saw'ft the freih feeds their vital powers diiFufe, 

And fed'ft them with the foft'ring dew of praife ! 
Whatever the produce of th' unthrifty foil. 

The leaves, the flowers, the fruits, to thee belong : 
The labourer earns the wages of his toil 5 

Who form'd the Poet, well may claim the fong. 
Yes, 'tis my pride to own, that taught by thee 

My confcious foul fuperiour flights eflay'd ; 
Learnt froln thy lore the Poet's dignity. 

And fpum'd the hirelings of the rhyming trade. 
Say, fcenes of Science, fay, thou haunted ftream*} 

[For oft my Mufe-led fl:eps did'ft thou behold] 
How on thy banks I rifled every theme, 
. That Fancy fabled in her age of gold» 



NOTE. 
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How oft' I crjr'd, Oh comt, thou tcigk Quciitf* 

« March from thy Greece with finn niaj«ftic tmd ! 
<^ Such as when Athens fxw thee iill her fcene. 
When Sophocles diy choral Graces led : 

jSaw thy proud pall its puq>le loigfh devolve ; 
Saw thee uplift the glittering dagger high ; 

Ponder with fixed brow thy deep reiblve^ 

" Prepjur'd to ftrike, to triumph, and to die. 

Bring then to Britain's plain that chor^ throng; 

« Diiplay thy buflcin'd pomp^ thy golden lyre ; 

Give her hiftoric Forms die foul of fofig^ 

" And mingle Attic art with Shakebi^bar's fim" 
" Ah, what, fond boy, doft thou prefume to clahn 

The Mufe-replyM : Miftaken fuppHan*, know, 
« To light in SHAKESPEAR's breaft the dazzling flame 
Exhattfted all Pari^assus could htfkow. 

True 5 Art remains j and, if from his bright page 

" Thy mimic powsr one vivid beam can feize, 
" Proceed j and in thqt he& of talks engage. 

Which tends at once to profit, and to pleafe.** 
She fpake ; and Harewood^s Towers fpontaneous rofe n 

Soft virgin warblings echo'd thro' the grove j 
And fair Elfrida pour'd forth ^1 her woes, 

The haplefs pattern of connubial Love, 

More 
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fs/lote awfUl (cenes old Mona Aext difplay'd ; 

Her caverns gloom'd, her forefts wav'd on higli| ' 
While flam'd within their confecrated (hade 

The Genius ftern of Britiih liberty. 
And fee$ my Hurd I to thee thofe fcenes confign'd ; 

Oh ! tdke and ftamp theni with thy honour'd name* 
Around the page be friendfhip's chaplet twin'd i 

And, if they find the rOad to hoheft Faine^ 
Perchance thit cahdouf of fbnve nobler age 

May pfaife the B^d, who bad gay Folly beat 
* Her cheap applaufes to the bufy ftage. 

And leave him penfive Virtue's filent tear : 
Chofe too to coiifecrate his fiiv'rite ftrain 

To Him, who grac'd by ev'ry liberal art. 
That beft might ihine among the learned train. 

Yet more excell'd in morals and in heart : , 
Whofe equal mind could fee vain fortune ihower 

Her flimfy favours on the fawning crew. 
While, in low Thurcafton's fequefter'd bowfer^ 

She fixt him diftant from Promotion's view : 

o T E. 

* tril equidem feci (tu fcis hoc ipfe) Theatril j 
Muia ncc in plaafu« ambitiola mea eft. 

Otxp. Trift, Lib, SI. vii, 

Yet, 
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Yet, dthdl^i ther^ jyy Gs4fl^ Contentnleat^s wiijig^ 

PleasM he could fmile, and, with fage Hooker's eye, 
* Sjpe fyoip, his mother ^^^Qod's bleffings fpriog. 
And eat his bread in peace and privacy." 



N o T t* 

• Vet4i«dm fruA a letter of HooizK*! to ArcbbHliep WMtTCXFT. 

« hb immortal Treatife on Bcclefiaftical Polity] unlefs I be removed" 
into iomft ^»ut tauattf gationaso, wk»v I iMf GU^t kUjifigt 

f ' See hit Lift in the Biographia IBrttaaitica. 
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E L E G Y IV. 

On the D EAT H of a LADY. 

THE midnight clock has toIlM; and hark, the bell 
Of Death beats flow ! heard y6 the note profound? 
It paufes now j and now, with rifing knell. 
Flings to the hollow gale its fuUen found* 
Yes ♦ ♦ ♦ is dead. Attend the ftrain. 

Daughters of Albion ! Ye that, light as air^ 
So oft have tript in her fantaftic train. 

With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair t 
For fhe was fair beyond your brighteft bloom : 

(This Envy owns, fince now Jier bloom is fled) 
Fair as the Forms, that, wove in Fancy's loom. 

Float in light vifion round the Poet's head^ 
Whene'er with foft ferenity fhe fmil'd. 

Or caught the orient blufh of quick furprize. 
How fweetly mutable, how brightly wild^ 
The liquid luftre darted from her eyes ? 
Each look, each motion wak'd a new-born grace. 

That o'er her form its tranfient glory caft : 
Some lovelier wonder foon ufurp'd the place, 
Chas'd by a charm ftill lovelier than the lafl:. 

That 
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That bell again ! It tells us what fhe is : 

On what (he was no more the ftrain prolong : 
Luxuriant Fancy gaufe : an hour like this 

Demands the tribute of a ferious Song.-. 
Maria claims it from that fable bier. 

Where cold and wan the flumb^rer refts her head j 
In ftill fmall whifpers.to reflexion's ear, 

She breathes the folemn di^tes of the Dead. 
Oh catch the awful notes, and lift them loud ; 

Proclaim the theme, by Sage, by Fool rever'd ; 
Hear it, ye Young, ye Vain, ye Great, ye Proud ! 

'Tis Nature fpeaks, and Nature will be heard. 
Yes, ye fliall hear, and tremble as ye hear. 

While, high with health, your hearts exuUing leap : 
Ev'n in the midft of pleafure's mad career. 

The mental Monitor ihall wake and weep. 
For fay, than ♦ ♦ «'s propitious ftar. 

What brighter planet on your births arofe ; 
Or gave of , Fortune's gifts aa ampler (hare. 

In life to lavifh, or by death to lofe ! 
Early to lofe ; while, born on biify wing. 

Ye fip the nedar of eich varying blpom ; 
Nor fear, while balking in the. beams qf fpring. 

The wintry ftorm that fweeps you to the tomb, , 

I 2 Think 
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Think of her Fate ! revere die heUvViIy imA 

That led her hence, tiicmgh foon, by Aeps ib fldW | 
Long at her couch Death took his pgttient ftaftd. 

And menacM oft, ani 6ft widihdd the Itam ; 
To give Refle£liofi time, ^Idi 'leiiieilt urt^ 

Each fond dekiion from her focd to fleal ; 
Teach her from ¥tily peaceably to fOMt, 

And wean her from a world flie )ov*4 fo^Mlf 
Say, are ye (uxt his Mercy ^fliaU extwid 

To you fo long a fpan ? Alaa, ye^gk: 
Make then, while yet y« may, your God yew lKaid| 

And learn with «qual eaile to fleep or diel * 
Nor think the Mufe, wfaofe fdber voice ye liear, 

Contrads with bigot fiowTi •her lofien brOw $ 
Cafts round Religion's ^ib the ndfts of fear. 

Or (hades witbhorroiirs, twbatwilii fta!lesiI|0«tdglow« 
No ; ihe would warm you whh fcrscphic fiite^ 

Heirs as ye are of he^w'n's eternal day ^ 
Would bid you boldly to that hc^v^ ^ff^ 

Not fink and dumber in your cells of dsLp 
Know, ye were form*d to range yon asorr^ield) 

In yon ethereal founts of blifi €0 lave ; 
Force then, fecure in Faidi's prtite^ng ttMA^ 

The Sting from Peatb) the Vi&^y from ^ Grave. 



Digitized by Google 



[ ^> 1 

Is this the bigot's 4tet ? ffi V^in^ 

Go tooth your Mb in fickneft, pnf^ or fiiiii 

With theiiol Mnoi^f «tanud flee^ 
Yet will I praife ydii, triAers as ye fitfe, 

Mor« than thofe FreacUri oT your ftiT'titcf €fti4# 
Who proudly (Vtil t\lt baam Ibmt xjf Waiv 

Who foNil the Pii^kou^ M die batde Ueod;; 
Nor wifh for rMre \ Nribe conqtier^ but to die. - 

Hear, Folly, hesor ; and tiriitanvh in the cak ; 
liikeyou, tbiy mibn; mct^ Xk^jaOy emfif 

The hat&ut Ui6^ that BHb ^oar £Iken AHt 
On PleaAire's glitt'nng ftntem yt gttyly fteer 

Your iitdii courfe to cx>ld oblivion^ Siore z . 
They4sxe^ ftomi) bnd^ tdvougb A*«licieiaint7e^ 

Stem Atwotf^ and bram the tosrait^^ JMr« 

la a book^FiwlMit ttffa^ baOtM OiiwMr Sn-Phitrftfbe 4t fiuu t9udg 
/Nid lately reprinted at Birlim by autWity, tinder the title of P9t/ki Dh» 
verfa, may U ImmiII im japiflle toMarllkal Kvit:*, inilteb prtfedU% 
againft the immortality of the SouL By way of fpecimea of the wMt, 
lake the following linei. 

De IWeok^ char fCxtris j«|iaiMi ftt^fM^ 

Comme arant qoe je fiifle il n'z^ok point fenle,. 

Pc mcme, apYA mi mm, quand toate« mtt podm 

Par la corruption fetont aaeantiesy 

par un mcme deftin U ne pcnfera plai $ 

Non, rien n^eftspka Vttftafai, ;ibye«l4E&i mMHfaira Ak* 

It is to thit epiftl^ that the idl of the^Bkgy ilinim. 
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Is it for Glofy ?• ttiact -juft'Fate demean 

^{xihg^iniifl the Warrior fnoulder in his fliroud. 
Ere from her trump tfae.heav^n-breathM accents rife» 

That lift the Htto fjrom the fighting croticl; * 
Is it his grafp of Empire to extend ? ^ i 

Toicurb the ftiry of infidtibg dies f 
Ambition^ ceafe : . theridle conteft end : 

'Tis^but a Kingdom, tkeu JCznA win or lofe. 
And why: liuift murder'd myriads lofe their all, 

(If Life be all) why defolation lour, . .. 
With fam^'d frown, on diisr affrighted ball. 

That thou may 'ft flame the n^eteor of an hour ? 
Go wifer ye, that flutter Life away, 

Crown with the mantling Juice the goblet high ; 
Weave die light dance, with feftive freedom gay, T 

. And live your, moment,' iince the next ye die. 
Yet know, vain Scepticks, know, th' Almighty mind. 

Who breath'd on Man a portion of his fire. 
Bad bis free Soul, by earth nor time confin'di 

To Hcav*n, to Immortality afpire^ 
Nor {hall the Pile of Hope, his Mercy rear'd^ 

By vain^Philofophy be e*er deftroy'd : 
Eternity, by all or wifli'd or fcar'd. 

Shall be by all or fuffer'd or enjoy'd. 
WftttM io 17609 

EPITAPHS^ 
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P I T A P H L 

on Mrs. MAS 
In Briftol CathedraU 

TAKE, holy Earth ! all that my foul holds dear : 
Take that beft gift which Heav'n fo lately gave : 
To Briftol's fount I bore with trembling care 

Her faded form : ihe bowM to4afte the wave 
And died. Does Youth, does Beauty, read the line \ 

Does fympathetic fear their breafts alarm ? 
Speak, dead Maria ! breathe a ftrain divine : 

Ev'n from the grave thou (halt have power to charm. 
Bid them be chafte, be innocejdt, like thee ^ 

Bid them in Duty's fphere as meekly move; 
And if fo fair, from vanity as free ; 

As firm in friendihip, and as fond in love. 
Tell them, tho* 'tis an awful thing to die, 

(*Twas cv'n to thee) yet the dread path once trod, 
Heav'n lifts its everlafting portals high. 

And bids « the Pure in heart behold their God.^ 

K EPITAPH 
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On the Homuralk M/s D R UMMO ND, 
In the Church of Srodfivorthy Torkjbire. 

HE R £ fleeps what oiice wa& Beauty^ once waa^ 
Grace ; 

Grace, that with fenclerftefe and fenfe combitt'rf 
To form that harmony of fotil and face. 

Where beauty flbmes the mirror of the mind. 
Such was the Maid, that in the morn of youth. 

In virgin innocence, in nature's pride^ 
Bleft with each art that owes hs charm to truth, 

Sunk in her Father's fe«nd embrace, and died* 
He weeps : Oh venerate the holy tear : 

Faith lends her aid to eafe afBij^ion's load j 
The Parent mourns his Child upon her bier. 

The Chriftian yields an Angel to his Goi>* 



DRAMATIC 
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Written on the Mode)^ 
O F T H E 

ANCIENT GREEK TRAGEDY, 
Firft publifliied in the year 1751; 
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-Tht ARGUMENT* 



EDGAR, King of England, having heard the beauty 
of Elfrida, daughter of Orgar, Earl of De- 
von/hire, highly celebrated j Jint his Favourite Miniver 
ATHBLWOtu to the father's cajile^ to difco^er whether 
Jhe was realty fo beautiful^ as Fame reported her to be ; 
and if Jhe wasy to offer her his Crown in marriagek 
Athelwold, on feeing her^ fell violently in Love with 
her himfelf \ dnd married her ; conveying her foon after 
to his own caftle in Harewood Foreft, where he viftteA 
her by Jiealth from court \ and in his abfence left her 
with a train of Britifil Virgim^ who form the CftORUs* 
^fter three months^ Orgar, difapproving this confinement 
of his daughter y came difguifed to Harewood to difcoveT 
the caufe of it. His arrival opens the Drama. Ths 
incidents^ which are produced by AthelwoidV return 
from court (who was ahfent when Orgar came to his 
cajlle ) and afterwards by the unexpeSfed vijit of the Kingy 
form /Z^^ Episode of theTragedy\ the feigned pardon of 
Athelwold, drawn from the King by the earneji in-' 
terceffions of Elfrida, brings on the PERiPETiAj or 
change of fortune \ and the Jingle combat between *t/ 
King ^7«^ Athelwold, in which the latter is jlain^ oc-^ 
cafions Elfrida to take the v9Wj which completes the 
Catastrophe. 
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I»Ek$ON$ of the DkAMA. 

Orgar, Earl of Devonihiief. 
Chorus, of Britilh Virgins. 
£lfrida. Daughter to OrgaH. 
Athelwold, Hufband to Elfrida^ 
Edwin, H Mcffenger. 
Edgar^ King of England. 

Orgar, difguifed ih a Peafant's Hdbit, fpesdcs the 
Prologue* 

Scene, a Lawn before Athelwold^s Caftle in Hare* 
ivo9d Foriji. 
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E L F R I D A, 

A 

DRAMATIC POEM. 

O R G A R. 

HO W nobly does this venerable wood. 
Gilt with the glories of the orient fun, 
Embofom yon fair manfion ! The foft air 
Salutes me with mofl: cool and temp'rate breath ; 
And, as I tread, the flow'r-befprinkled lawn 
Sends up a gale of fragrance. I ihould guefs. 
If e'er Content deign'd vifit mortal clime. 
This was her place of deareft refidence. 
Grant Heav'n ! I find it fuch. *Tis now three month*. 
Since firft Earl Athelwold efpous'd my daughter. 
He then bcfought me, for fome little fpace 
The nuptials might be fecret ; many reafons. 
He faid, induc'd to this : I made no paufe. 
But, refting on his prudence, to his will 
Gave abfolute concurrence. Soon as married. 
He to this fecret feat convey'd Elfrida ; 

L Co*. 
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Convey'd her as by ftealth, enjoy*d, and left her : 

Yet not without I know not what excufe 

Of call to court, of Edgar's royal friendfliip. 

And England's welfare. To his prince he went : 

And fince, as by intelligence I gather, 

He oft returns to this his cloifter'd wife 5 

But ever with a privacy moft ftudied ; 

Borrowing difguifes till inventive art 

Can fcarce fupply him with variety. 

His vifits, as they're ftol'n, are alfo fliort ; 

Seldom beyond the circuit of one fun ; 

Then back to court, while ihe his abfence mourns 

Full many a lonely hour. I brook not this. 

Had Athelwold efpous'd fome bafe-born peafant. 

This ufage had been apt : but when he took 

My daughter to his arms, he took a virgin. 

Thro' whofe rich veins the blood of Britifh Kings 

Ran in unfullied ftream. Her lineage fure 

Might give her place and notice with the nobleft 

In Edgar's court. Elfrida's beauty too 

(I fpeak not from a father's foolifli fondnefs) 

Would ihine amid the faireft, and reflefl: 

No vulgar glory on that beauty's mafter. 

This aft bcfpeaks the madman. Who, that own'd 

An 
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An em'rald, jafper, or rich chryfolitc. 
Would hide its luftre, or not bid it blaze 
Confpicuous on his brow ? Haply Athelwold 
May have efpous'd fome other. 'Sdeath he durft not. 
My former feats in arms muft have inform'd him, 
That Orgar, while he liv'd, would never prov^ 

A traitor to his honour. If he has 

This aged arm is not fo much unftrung 

By flack'ning years, but juft revenge will brace it. 

And, by yon" awful heav'n — But hold, my rage. 

I came to fearch into this matter coolly. 

Hence, to conceal the father and the earl. 

This pilgrim's ftaff, and fcrip, and all thcfe marks 

Of vagrant poverty. 

CHORUS (within.) 
Hail to thy living light, ambrofial Morn ! 

All hail thy rofeat ray ! 
ORGAR. 
But hark, the found of fweeteft minftrelfy 
Breaks on mine car. The females, I fuppofc. 
Whom Athelwold has left my child's attendants j 
That, when fhe wails the abfence of her lord. 
Their lenient airs, and fprightly-fancied fongs. 
May fteal away her woes. See, they approach : 

L 2 This 
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This grove ihall fhroud me till they ceafe their ftrain ; 
Then I'll addrefs them with feme feigned tale. 

[He rttirn- 

CHORUS. 
O D E. 
. 1. I. 

t 

Hail to thy living light, 
Ambrofial Morn ! all hail thy rofeat ray : 
That bids young Nature all her charms difptaj' 

In varied beauty bright ; 
That bids each dewy-fpangled ftowret rife. 

And dart around its vermil dies ; 
Bids filver luftre grace yon fparkling tide. 
That winding warbles down the mountain's fide, 

1. 2. 

Away, ye Goblins all. 
Wont the bewilder'd traveller to daunt ; 
Whofe vagrant feet have trac'd your fecret haunt 

Befide fome lonely wall, 
Or,fliatter*d ruin of a mofs-grown tow'r. 

Where, at pale midnight's ftilleft hour. 
Thro' each rough chink the folemn orb of night 
Pours momentary gleams of trembling light. 

Away, 
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1. 3. 

Away, ye Elyes^ away : 
Shrink at ambroiial Morning's living ray ; 

That living ray, whofe pow'r benign 
Unfolds the fcene of glory to our eye. 

Where, thron*d in artlefs majefty. 
The cherub Beauty fits on Nature's ruftic 0irin«.— * 
CHORUS, ORGAIU 
CHORUS. 
Silence, my fifters. Whence this rudenefs, ftrangcp. 
That thus has prompted thine unbidden ear 
To liften to our ftrains ? 

O R G A R, 

Your pardon. Virgins ; 
I meant not rudenefs, tho' I dar'd to jiften \ 
For ah ! what ear fo fortify'd and barr'd 
Againft the force of powerful harmony, , 
But would with tranfport to fucb fweet affailaiitt 
Surrender its attention ? Never yet 
Have I pafs'd by the night-bifd*s favorite fpray, 
What time fhe pours hey wild and artlefs fong^ 
Without attentive paufe and fiknt rapture ; 
How could I then, with favage difi^gard^ 
Hear voices tun'd by nature fweet as her^Sy 
Crac'd with all art's addition ? 

CHORUS, 
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CHORUS; 

Thy mean garb, 
And this thy courtly phrafe but ill accord. 
Whence, and what art thou, ftranger f 
O R G A R. 

Virgins, know 
Thefe limbs have oft been wrapt in richer veft : 
But what avails it now ? all have their fate ^ 
And mine has been moft wretched, 
CHORUS, 

May we aik 

What cruel cau fe ■ 

O R G A R. 

No ! let this haplefs brcaft , 
Still hide the melancholy tale. 

CHORUS, 

We knowj 

There oft is found an avarice in grief ; 
And the wan eye of Sorrow loves to gaze 
Upon its fecret hoard of treafur'd woes 
In pining folitude. Perhaps thy mind 
Takes die fame penfive caft : if not, permit 
That we, in focial fympathy, may drop 
The tender tear. 

ORGAR. 
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O R G A R. 

Ah ! ill would it become yc^. 
To let the woes of fuch a wretch as I am. 
E'er dim your bright eyes with. a pitying tear, 

CHORUS, 
The eye, that will not weep another's Ibrrow, 
Should boaft no gentler brightnefs than the glare^ 
,That reddens in the eye-ball of the wolf. 
Let us entreat— ~ 

O R G A R. 

Know, Virgins, I was born 
To ample property of lands and .flocks. 
On this fide Tweeda's ftream. My youth and vigour 
Achiev'd full many a feat of martial prowefs : 
Nor was my (kill in chivalry unnoted 
In the fair volume of my fov'reign's love ; 
Who ever held me in his beft efteem. 
And clofeft to his perfon. When he paid. 
What all muft pay, to fate ; and fliort-liv'd Edwy 
Mounted the vacant throne, which now his brother 
Fills (as loud fame reports) right royally ; 
I then, unfit for pageantry and courts. 
Sat down in peace among my faithful vaflals. 
At my paternal feat. But ah ! not long 

Had, 
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Had t enjoy'<I the fweets of that recefsj^ 

Ere^bjr the iavage uuroods of bafe hinds. 

That fallied frequent from tfa« Scotiih heights. 

My lands, were all laid wafte, my people murder'd; 

And I, thro' impotence of age unfit 

To quell their brutal rage, was forc'd to dnig 

My miseries thro' the land, a friendlefs wand'rer, 

CHORUS. 
We pity and condole thy wretched ftate. 
But we can do no more ; which, on thy part, 
Claims juft returns of pity : for whofe lot 
Demands it more than theirs, whom fate forbidf 
To tafte the joys of courteous charity 5 
To wipe the trickling tears, which dew the cheek 
Of palfied age ; to fmooth its furrow'd brow. 
And pay its gray hairs each due reverence i 
Yet fuch delight we are forbid to tafte ! 
For 'tis our lord's command, that not a ftranger. 
However high or lowly his degree, 
Have entrance at thefe gates. 

O R G A R. 

Who may this tyrant-* 



CHORUS. 
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Alas^ iio tynmt he; the more our wonder 

At this harlh nlafid^te : Tendemefs and Pity 

Have made his breaft their home. He is a man 

More apt, thro* inborn gentlehefe to err 

In giving mercy's tide too firee a courfe^ 

Than with a thrifty and illiberal hand 

To ftint its channel* This his praife you^ll hear f 

The univerfal theme in Edc Ak's court : 

For Edgar ranks hira firft in his high favour ; 

Loads him with honours, which the Earl receives. 

As does the golden ccnfcr franJdncenfe, 

Only to fpread a facred gale of bleffings 

Around on all* 

O R (i A R. 
Methinks, this pleafmg portrait 
Bears ftroUg xefemblance of Lord AxHiLWOLt). 

CHORUS. 
Himfelf : no Briton but has heard his fame. 

O R G A R. 
'Tis wondrous ftrange ; can you conceive no caufe 
For this his conduA ? 

CHORUS. 

None, that wc may truft. 
M ORGAR. 
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O R G A R. 

Your garbs befpeak you for the.fair attendants 
Of fome illuftrious dame, the wife, or fifter 
Of this dread earL 

C H O R U S. 

On this head too, old man^ 
We are commanded a religious filence : 
Which ftriftly we obey ; for well we know 
Fidelity's a virtue that ennobles 
Ev'n fervitude itfelf : Farewell, depart 
With our beft wifhes ; we do trefpafs much 
To hold this open converfe with a ftranger« 

O R G A R. 
Stay^ Virgins, ftay ; have ye no friendly flied, 
]6ut bord'ring on your caftle, where thefe limbs 
Might lay their load of mis'ry for an hour ? 
Have ye no food, however mean and homely. 
Wherewith I might fupport declining nature ? 
Ev'n while I fpeak, J find my fpirlts fall ; 
And well, full well, I know, thefe trembling feet. 
Ere I pan pace a hundred fteps, will firtk 
Beneath their wretched burthen. 

CHORUS. 

Piteous fight I 

What 
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What lhall we do, my fiftersr i.-.To admit 
This man txsieatii tba ibof, would be to feorn 
The Eari'siftrifUinterdia ; and yet my heart . 
Bleeds to behold that white, old, rev'rend head 
Bow'd with fuch mifery.— Ycd, we muft aid him. 
Hie thee, pool* Pilgrim, to yon ndghb'ring bow*r. 
O'er which an old oak fpreads his awful arm. 
Mantled in browneft foliage, and beneath 
The ivy, gadding from th' untwifted ftem. 
Curtains each vel:dant fide. There thou may'ft reft. 
There too, perchance, fdme of our fifterhood 
May bring thee fpeedy fuftenance. 

O R G A R. 

Kind Heav'n ! 

Reward ». ■■» 

CHORUS. 

Ah I ftay npt here to thank us,' 
But hafte to give thine age this meet repofe. 
That done, we do conjure thee leave the place 
With cautious fecrefy j for was it known. 
That thus we trefpafs'd on our lord's command. 
The confequence were fatal. 

O R G A R. 

Faireft Maid! 
M 2 . Think 
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Think not III bafely draw down punt^meniB 
On my prerervers. I retire* May Uefiags 
ShowVd from yon fount of Blifs lepajr yourikindAeTa, 

[Ejcit Chpur^ 

S E M I C H O R U S, 
Yes, fiflers, yes, when pale diftreft 
Implores your aiding hand^ 
Let not a partial faitbfulnefe. 
Let not a mortal's vain command 
Urge you to break th* unalterable laws 
Of heav'n-'defcended Charity. , 
Ah ! follow ftiU the foft-ey'd Deity; 
For know, each path ihe draws. 
Along the plain of life. 
Meets at the central dome of heart-felt joy^ 
Follow the foft-ey'd Deity ; 
She bids ye, as ye hope for bleffings, blefs. 
Aid then the genVal caufe of gen'ral happineft« 

SEMICHORUS. 
Humanity, thy awful ibain 
Shall ever greet our car^ 
Sonorous, fweet, and clear. 
And as amid the fprigbtly-^fwelling train 
Of dulcet notes, that hrea^e 

From 
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From flute or Ijrtj 

The deep bafe roUn iU aianly onelod]^ - 

Guiding die timeftJ chcur } 

So thou, Ifmnonity, Ukak lead ^iwg * 

Th' accordant paffions in. t)ieir moml fei^ 

And gfve oar mental (xmcert Isveft tomeoj* - n 

CHORUS, 
But fee, Ei^RiD A monies. 
Should we again refunie our- former ftndfi« 
And hail the Mom fmmtB lier waiui^ beaiifidi : 
Or ftay her gehde bidid^g? Rather ftay; 
For, as I think, fhe feems tn^nfire moodi < 
And there are times^ When to tlie forrowing foul 
Ev'n harmony is hailhnefs* 

RLFRIDA, CHORUS; 
£ L F R I D A. 

Qii my Vkgai^ 
With what a leaden and retarding weighs 
Does Expedation load the wing of . Time i 
Alas, how have diefe three dull hours crept on. 
Since iirft the crimfon mantle of the mom 
Skirted yon gay liori«on i Say, my Friend^ 
Have I mifcounted ? Did not Athei.woz.s 
At parting fix this morn for his return i 

This 
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This dear leng-wi(h'd for morn ? He did^ he did^ 
And feal'd it with a kifs ; t could not err. 
And yet he comes not. Hd was wont outftrip 
The fun's moft e^ly fpeed, and make its rifing 
To me unwkhM and needlefs. This delay 
Creates ftr^iige doubts and fcrtiples in my breaft« 
Courts throng with besmties^' ^d my Athelwold 
Has a foft, fufceptible hearty as prone 
To yield its love to ev^ry ljniriding eye, ^ 
As' is the mi^-rc^e to' dif^enft its fragrance - 
To cv*ry whifp'ring breeze j perhaps hte- s falfe, 
Perhaps Eifrida's wretched. 

^ C H O R V S. 

See, EtFRiDA, 
Ah fee l^how round yon branching elm the ivy- 
Clafps its green folds, and poilbns what fupports it» 
Not lefa injurious to the fhoots of Lovq 
Is iiddy jealoufy. 

E L F R I D A. 
My mind nor pines 
With jealoufy, nor refts fecure in peace. 
Who loves, muft fe^ ; and fure who loves like me, 
Muft greatly fear. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

Yet whence the caule ? Your Earl 
Has ever yet (this little breach Excepted) 
Been punctual to appointment. Did bis eye 
Glow with lefs ardent paffion when he left you, 
Thah at the firft bleft meeting ? No ! I mark'd him. 
His -parting glance was that of fervent love. 
And conftancy unaltered. Do not fear him. 

E L F R I D A. 
I fliould not fear him, were his prefent ftay 
The only caufe. Alas, it is not fo ! 
Why comes my Earl fo Iccret to thefe arms ? 
Why, , but becaufe he dreads the juft reproach 
Of fome deluded fair one i Why am I 
Here fhrouded up, like the pale Votarift, 
Who knows no viiitant, fave the lone owl. 
That nightly leaves his ivy-flirouded cell. 
And fails on flow wing thro' the cloifter'd ifles, 
Lift'ning her faintly orifons ? Why am I 
Deny'd to follow my departed Lord 
Whene'er his duty calls him to the palace ? 

CHORUS. 
Covet not that ; the nobleft proof of love 
That At^elwold can give, is ftill to guard 

Your 
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Your beauties from the blaft of counly gales^ 
The crimfeA blufh of vtrgin modefly^ 
The delicate foft tints of iimoceiice 
There all fly alui leave no boaft behind - 
But well^rang'd, £ided features* Ah, EtFRinA^ 
Shpuld you be doom'd^ which happier kttc forbid ! 
To drag your hours through all diat naufeous fcens 
Of pageantry and vice } your purer breaft. 
True to its virtuous refiih, loon would heave 
A fervent figh for innocence and Harewood^ 

E L F a I D A. 
You much mifiake me> Vitgins ; the throng'd palaCe 
Were undeiir'd by me, did not that palace 
Detain my Athelwold. If be were here» 
His prefence would convert this range of oaks 
To ftately columns ; thefe gay-liv'ried iow^tt 
To troops of gallant ladies ; and yon deer. 
That jut their antlers forth in fportive fray. 
To armed knights at jouft or tournament. 
If Athelwold dwelt here ; if no ambition 
Could lure his fteps from love, and this ftill foreit ; 
If I might never moan his time of abfence. 
Longer than that which ferv'd him for the chafe 
Or of the wolf, or ftag ^ or when he bore 

The 



If 
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"iThe hood-wink'd filcon forth ; might thefe, my Virgins, 

And thefe alone, be love's fhort intervals, 

I fliould not have one thought remote from Harewood. 

CHORUS. 
And would you vrilh that Athelwold fliould flight 
The weal of England, and on thefe light toys 
Wafte his unvalued hours ? No, fond Elfrida ; 
His aftire foul is wing'd for nobler flights. 

ELFRIDA. 
What then, muft England's welfare hold my Earl 
For ever from thefe fhades ? 

CHORUS. 

We fay not that. 
The youth. Who bathes in pleafure's tempting ftream 
At well-judg'd intervals, feels all his foul 
Nerv'd with recruited ftrength ; but if too oft 
He fwims in fportive mazes through the flood. 
It chills his languid virtue. For this caufe 
Your Earl forbids, that thefe enchanting groves. 
And their fair miftrefs fliould poflefs him wholly. 
tie knows he has a country and a king. 
That claim his firft attention j yet be fure, 
*l^ill not be long, ere his unbending mind 
Shall lofe in fweet oblivion ev'ry care, 
Among th' embow'ring fliades that veil Elfrida. 

N ELFRIDA. 
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E L F R I D A. 

Oh be that fpeech prophetic ; may he foon 

Seek thefe embow'ring fhades ! Meanwhile, my frieiMls^ 

l^ooth me with harmony. I know ftiU well 

That ye were nurs'd in Cornwairs wizard caves. 

And oft have pac'd the fairy-peopled vales 

Of Devon, where Pofterity retains 

Some vein of that old minftrelfy, which breathed 

Through each time-honour'd grove of Britifh oak«r 

There, where the fpreading confecrated boughs 

Fed the fage mifletoe, the holy Druids 

Lay rapt in moral mufings ; while the Bards 

Call'd from their folemn harps fuch lofty airs^ 

As drew down Fancy from the realms of Light 

To paint fome radiant vifion on their minds, 

Of high myfterious import. But on me 

Such ftrains fuWime were wafted : I but a(k 

A fprightly fong to fpeed the lazy flight 

Of thefe dull hours. And Mufic fure can find 

A magic fpell to make theni fkim their round. 

Swift as the fwallow circles. Try its power : 

While I, from yonder hillock, watch his coming. 

[Exit Elfrida. 

CHORUS^ 
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CHORUS. 
O D E. 
L I. 

Th6 Turtle tells her plaintive tale, 
Sequefter'd in fome ihadowy vale ; 
The Lark in radfant ether floats, 
And fv^eUs bis v^ild extatic notes : 
Meanwhile on yonder hawthorn fpray 
The Linrict wafces her temp'rate lay 3 
She haunts no folitary Ihiade, 
She flmterd o*er no fun-lhipe mead, ^ 
No love-lorn griefs deprefs her fong. 
No raptures lift it lottdly high, 
But foft flie trills, amid th' aerial throftg. 
Smooth fimple ftfains of fob'reft harnSony. 

1. 2. 

Sweet Bird ! like thine our lay fhall flow, ^ 
Nor gaily bf iflc, nor fadly flow ; 
For to thy note fedate, and clear, 
Content ftill lends a lift'ning ear, 
Reclin'd this nioffy bank along. 
Oft has flie heard thy carelefs fong : 
Why hears not now ? What fairer grove 
From Harev^ood lures her devious love ? 

N 2 What 
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What fairer grove than Harcwood knows. 
More woodland walks, more fragrant gales. 
More flbadowy bowers, inviting foft repofe. 
More ftreams flpw-wand'ring thro^ her winding vales ? 

I. 3- 

Perhaps to fomc lone cave the Rover flies. 
Where lull'd in pious peace the Hermit lies. 
For, from the Hall's tumultuous ftate. 
Where banners wave with biazon'd gold. 
There will the meek-ey'd Matron oft retreat. 
And with the folemn Sage high converfe hold.^ 

II. I. 

There, Goddefs, on the ihaggy mound. 

Where tumbling torrents roar around. 

Where pendant mount^ns o'er your head 

Stretch their reverential {hade ; 

You liften, while the holy Seer 

Slowly chaunts his vefpers clear j 

Or of his fparing mefs partake. 

The fav'ry pulfe, the wheaten cake. 

The bev'rage cool of limpid rill. 

Then, riiing light, your hoft you blefs. 
And o'er his faintly temples bland diftil 
Seraphic day-dreams of heav'n's happinef^. 

Where'er 
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II. 2. > 

Where'er thou art, enchanting Power, 
Thou foon wilt finile in Harewood's bower : 
Soon wUl thy fairy feet be feen. 
Printing this dew-impearled green ; 
Soon fhall we mark thy geftures meek. 
Thy glitt'ring eye, and dimpled cheek. 
Among the welcome guefts that move 
Attendant on the ^te of Love. 
There, when the Sov'reign lead$ along 
Of Sports and Smiles a jocund train. 
Then laft, but lovelieft of the lovely throng. 
Thou com'ft to foften, yet fecure his reign. 

II. 3- 

And, hafk, completing our prophetic lay. 
The fleet hoof rattles o'er the flinty way ; 

Now nearer, and now nearer founds^ 

Avaunt ! ye vain, delul}ye Fears, 
Hark ! Echo tells through Harewood's ampleft bounds^ 
That Love, Content, and Athelwold appears. 

ATHELWGLD, ELFRIDA, CHORUS. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Look ever thus ; with that bright glance of joy 
Thus always meet my tranfports. Let thefe an^is 

Thus 
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Thus ever fold me ; and this cheek, that blooms 
With all health's op'ning rofes^ ptefs my lips, 
Warm as at this hit& moment. 

E L F R 1 P A. 

AtH^ItWOLD, 

I had prepai -d m* many 4 ftern rebuke ; 

Had arm'd my brow With frowns^ and taught my eye 

Th' averted glance of coldnefs, which might beft 

Greet fuch a loit'riisg k>ver : but I find, 

'Twas a vjtifi talk ; for thfs my truant heart 

Forgets each? teflon, which refentmerrt taught. 

And in thy . fight knows only to be happy. 

A T tt E L W O L D. 
My beft ELFRiDA^r-Hfear'ns I it cannot laft. 
The giddy heighl of joy, to which Vm lifted. 
Is as a hanging rock, at whofc low foot • 
The black and beating ftfrge of Infamy 
Rolls ready to receive^ and fink my foul, 

iE L F R I D A, 
So foon* to fair itHo this mufing raood-*^ 
I thought, my Lord, you promis'd you would leave 
Thefe look» behind at Court. Nay^ 'twas^ the cauiil 
Affign'd for this my refidence at l^^ewood. 
That joxk might nevier come to thefc fond arms-, 

But 
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But with a breafl; devoid of pubtic OLee^ 
And fill'd alone with rapture and Elfriba. 
Said you not fo ? Why then that penfive pofturc^ 
That down-caft eye ? Surely the City's din. 
And this calm grove have loft tbeif difference. 
I'll with you to the palace. . 

ATHELWOtD. 

Heaven forbid I 
, E L F R I D A. 
Nayj my beft Lord, I meant it but in fport ; 
For fhould you bid me quit thefe blooming lawnsy 
For fome bare heath, or drear unpeopled defert ; 
Believe me, I would think its wildnefs Eden, 
If Athelwold with frequent vifitation 
Endear'd the ^age fcene : but yet I fear 
My Father, 

ATHELWOLD, 
Hah ! why him ; 

E L F R I D A. 

You know his temper^ 
How jealous of his rank, and his trac'd lineage 
From royal anceftry. I fear me much. 
He will not brook you ihould conceal me long 
In this lone privacy : No, he will deem it 
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^zt tint>ecoming her, whofe veins are fiU'd 

With the rich ftream of his nobility. 

Should it be fo, his hot and fiery nature, 

I doubt, will blaze, and do feme dreadful outrage* • 

ATHELWOLD. 
He need not know it, or, if chance he fliould, 
It matters not, if fo this foreft life 
Seem of yotir own adoption and free choice. 
And that it will fo feem, I truft that love. 
Which ever yet has met my wayward will 
With pleas'd compliance, and uiiaik'd aflent. 

E L F R I D A. 
And ever (hall : yet blame me not, my Lord^ 
If prying womanhood fhould prompt a wifh 
To learn the caufe of this your ftrangc commotion^ 
Which ever wakes, if I but drop one thought 
Of quitting Harewood. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Go to the clear furface 
Of yon unruffled lake, and, bending o'er it. 
There read my anfwer. 

E L F R I D A- 

Thefe are riddles, Sir-^ 

V- ATHEL. 
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ATHEtWOLD. 
No ; for its glady and reflecting furface 
Will frtiile with charm's too temj)tlng for a palace. 

f: t F R I D A. 
Does AtHEL^OLD diftruft Elfrida's faith ? 

ATHELWOLD. 
No : but he mach diftrufts Elfrida's beauty. 

E L F R I D A. 
Away : you trifle. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Never more in earneft ; 
I would not for (he throne which Edgar fits oh. 
That Edgar fliould behold it. 

E L F R I D A. 

What, my Lord, 
Think you the face, that caught your fingle heart. 
Will make all hearts its captives f Vain furmize. 
Yet grant It could ; the face is your's alone : 
Not Edgar*s felf would dare to feize it from you, 
Edgar's a King, and not a tyrant. 

ATHELWOLD. 

True, 

Edgar's a King, a juft one ; his firm feet 
Walk -ever in the fore-right road of honour : 

O Nor 
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Nor do I know what lure can draw his fteps 
Devious from that ftraight path, fave only one : 
That tempting lure is beauty. Ah ! Elfrida, 
Throw but the dazzling bait within his view. 
The untam'd wolf does not with fiercer rage 
Burft the flight bondage of the filken net. 
Than he the ties of law. Late, very late, 
Smit cafually with young Matilda's face. 
He ftrait commanded her relu£i:ant Mother 
To yield her to his arms : nor had ftie 'fcap'd 
The violating fervour of his love. 
Had not the prudent dame fuborn'd her handmaid. 
To take the unchafte office, and be led 
Veird in the ma(k of night, to Edgar's chamber 
A counterfeit Matilda. As it chanc'd. 
The damfel pleas'd the King, nor did detedion 
A whit abate his fondnefs ; he. forgave 
The prudent mother, eas'd Matilda's fears. 
And led the wanton minftrel to his court. 
Where ftill flie fliares — 

CHORUS. 

Behold, Earl Athelwold, 
A meffenger arrives ; his fpeed and afpedl 
Speak fome important errand. 

EDWIN, 
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EDWIN, ATHELWOLD, ELFRIDA, CHORUS, 
ATHELWOLD. 

How now, Edwin ? 
EDWIN. 
The King, my Lord, is on his way to Harewood. 
ATHELWOLD. 

The King!. 

EDWIN. 

His purpofe is to pafs through Mercia : 
And in a hafty meflage, fome two hours 
After you left the palace, this his pleafure 
Was Cent you by Lord Seofrid ; withal 
Commanding your attendance. You being abfent. 
He ftraightway turn'd his courfe through this fair foreft. 
Meaning to chace'the Stag 5 his train is fmall. 
As was his purpofe fudden. 

ELFRIDA.^ 

Good my Lord, 

Why thus perple:?c'd ? 

CHORUS. 

Heav'ns ! what a deep Defpair 

Sits on his brow ! 

ELFRIDA. 

The notice fure is fliort; . 
O 2 But 
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But that's a trifle, a finall train requires 
The fmaller preparation : let bin} come. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Yes, let him come : fo thou wilt fay, Ejlfrida, 
When thou haft heai;d my tale. Yes, let him com^^ 
So wilt thou fay, and let thy bu(band perifh. 
Yet fliall thefe arms once more embrace thee clofel^^ 
Ere yet thou fly them as the ppis'nous adder.. 
*Tis o'er : in that embrace Elfrjda's Love 
Was buried j and in that embrape^ the Peace 
Of wretched Athelwold. 

E L F R I D A. 

What may tins be ! 

ATHELWOLD. 
Oh Edwin, Edwin, when furviving Malice 
Shall prey upon the Fame of thy dead Matter, 
Wilt thou not fome way ftrive to check the Fiend'$ 
Infatiate fury ? Wilt thou fee my name 
Defird, and blacken'd with Detraftion's venom. 
And bear it patiently ? 

,E L F R I D A. 

What means my beft-*^ 

ATHELWOLD. 
Peace; not a word of Bcft, or Lov'd, or Dear : 

Thefe 
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Theie are not titles now for thee to uiC| 

Or me to triumph in. Virgins, retioe ; 

We would a while be private. Nay, return. 

Concealmept would he vain ; and ye and ]Si>wxi| 

Are bound to me« AWVA ! a$ for you, 

I fav'd your father, when his blood wa» forfeit* 

CHORUS. 
Not I, great f)arl, alone, but all this train 
Are bound by ev'ry tie of faith and love 
To gen'rous Athelwolp | to that mild m»S^r^ 
Who never forc'd our Service to one 
Sut of fuch liberal fort, as Freedom's felf 
Would fmilingly perform. 

ATUELWOLD. 

It may be fo ; 
But Where's the tie, i^LF&ipA, that may bind 
Thy fjwth and love ? 

E L F R I D A. 

The ftrongeft fure, my Lord| 
The golden^ nuptial tie. Try but its ftrength* 

ATHELWOLD. 
l muft perfor^^a this inftant. Know, £lf)biida. 
Once, on a day pf high felHvity, 
Th^ youthful ISlingi encircled with his NobleSf 

Crown'd 
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Crowned high the fparkling bowl ; and much of Love, 
Of beauty much the fprightly convcrfe ran. 
When, as it well might chance, the brilk Lord Ardulph 
Made gallant note of Orgar's peerlefs daughter. 
And in fuch phrafe as might enflame a breaft 
More cool than Edgar's. Early on the morrow 
Th' impatient Monarch gave me fwift commif&on. 
To view thofe charms, of which Lord Ardulph's tonguo 
Had giv*n fuch warm defcription : to whofe words 
If my impartial eye gave full aflent, 
I had his royal mandate on the inftant 
To hail you Queen of England. 

E L F R I D A. 

'Stead of which 
You 6ame, and hail'd me Wife of Athelwold. 
Was this the tale I was fo taught to fear i 
Was this the deed, that known would make me fly 
Thy clafping arm, as 'twere the pois'nous adder i 
No, let this tender, fond embrace afiTure thee. 
That thy Elfrida's love can never die; 
Or, if it could, this animating touch 
Would foon rewake it into life and rapture. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Doft thou then pardon me ? Come, injur'd fov*reign, 

Plupge 
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Plunge deep thy fword of juftice in this breaff. 
And I will die contented. 

E L F R I D A. ^ I 

Heay'n forbid I i 

What can be done ? 

CHORUS. 

Indeed, ye conftant pair, 
*Tis fit ye ftrive to fly the coming danger. 
For Safety now fits wavVing on your Love, 
Like the light down upon the Thiftle's beard. 
Which ev'ry breeze may part. Say, noble Earl, 
What feint was us'd to lull the king's impatience i 

ATHELWOLD. 
Soon as thefe fhades had veil'd my beauteous bride, 
Lhafted back to Edgar, laugh'd at Ardulph, 
And talk'd of Elfrid, as of vulgar beauties; 
Own'd no Uncommon light'ning in her eye. 
No breaft that fliam'd the fnow, or cheek the rofe. 
The fprightly King believ'd me, and forgot her. 

CHORUS. 
But an alliance, great as Athelwold's 
With Orgar's daughter, foon would blaze abroad. 
The theme of popular Gonverfe. ~ 

ATHEL^ 
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Tmcf, it Would I 
And for that Reafelir, wh6n 1 1^ Wa^ here. 
The King was taught I Went to wed Elfrida* 

E L F R I D A. 
How foj my Lord ? 

ATBELWOLD. 

Thy Father, my EIfrida, 
Has rich pofleffioh9 : Thefe, arid thefc alone, 
I made my ^eme of Love ; and told the king. 
That tiio' tiiy fzte (pairdon tlie impious^faUbobd)- 
fioafted not charms to grace a Monarch V throrie. 
Yet would thy dow'r well fuit his minifter. 
I theirfore meant to a(k thee of tfty father. 
And (that my want of (kill in choice might 'fcape 
All cenfure) hide thee clofe in HarcWood eaflle. 
Edgar with fmiles confented, ancf, I think^ 
Harbours no thought of my difloyalty. 

E L F R I D A. 
If fo, what danger now? 

A T H E L W O L D. 

Alk'ft thou, whiat danger ? 
*Sdeath, will that glance not inftantly proclaim 
My tenfold treachery ? 

ELFRIDA. 
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E L F R I D A. 

He Ihall not fee me« 
I'il hide mo inftant In fome fecret chamber. 
And robs this virgin in my bridal veftments. 

, ATHELWOLD. 
Thy Love, like balm, runs trick*ling o'er the wounds 
Of my torn bofom ; yet 'tis vain, 'tis vain : 
Thou muft thyfelf. appear, for Ardulph ever 
Attends the king, and would detect the fraud. 

E L F R I D A.. 
If fo, yet ftill I can/infure our fafety; ^ 
For as you fear my foftnefs of complexion, 
I'll ftain it with the juice of dulky leaves. 
Or yellow berries, which this various wood 
From tree or flirub will yield me. Thefe I'll ufe. 
And form a thoufand methods to conceal 
The little gleams of grace, which Nature lent me. 
Fear not my caution. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Gentleft, beft of Creatures, 
Go, do then as thy tender care direfts. 
And yet how vain ? What wond'rous art can fteal 
The liquid lightnings from thofe radiant eyes. 
Or rob the wavy ringlets of that hair 

P Of 
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Of all their namelefs graces ? Say it toiild. 
Yet would that modeft, but majeftic mien^ 
That inborn dignity of foul, which breathes 
Thro' each angelic gbflure, ftill remain 
To fei^ the heart of Edgar. Reft, ElfriDa, 
Reft as thou art, in all that blaze of beauty : 
I muft fubmit to my juft lot, and lofe thee. 

E L F R I D A. 
Away, my Lord, with theife too anxious fcruples : 
Fear not my carriage ; I wiH ftoop my head. 
Drawl out an idiot ph^fe, and do each aft 
With ev'n a rude and peafant aukwardnefe, 
E D W I 

Ere this, my Lord, I think, the King has reach'd 
The full mid-way ; 'twere fit you ftood preparM 
To give him meeting. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Give him meeting, EdWxiv} 
Alas ! I have no mafk to veil my bafene&. 
When deep contrition fhadows all my foul, 
I cannot drefs my features in light finiles^. 
And lode the thing I am not. No, thefe eyes 
Are not as yet true vaffals to my purpofe. 
As yet indeed I am but half a villain. 

ELFRIDA* 
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E L F R I D A. 

You weigh this matter in too nice a balance* 
Your crime, my Lpr^, is but the crime of love : 
Tbpufands like you hav^ fail'd. 

A T H E L W O L ». 

I know, EtFRIDA, 

Could love abfolve the crim^, my foul were pure 
As maiden inopcence. Yes, I do love thee. 
And thoi^ art fairer beyond~But' that's my bane ; 
Thy ev'ry charm adds weight tQ my offence. 
And heaps frefb wrongs upon the hdk of Mafters. 
Yes, Elf&zp, Edgak was the beft of M.^fltx^. 
Oh hide me from the thought in that dear bofom— « 
Heay'ns ! I muft die or keep her. 

5 L F R I D A. 

Live, or die, 
Pm thine alike. Death cannqt au^ht abate. 
Or life augment, my love* Let this en>brace 
Se witnefs of iny truth. 

athelwold. 

It fiall, it fball 3 
Thy ey'ry word and |pok declares thee faithful. 
Secure of a)i thy love^ aiid: all thy prudence. 
Returning cwfidcnce has ?irm'd my foul 

P 2 For 
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For this dread meeting : refting on thy truth 
I go — [Exit JthelwolJ. 

E L F R I D A, 
Go, and thy guardian faint prefervc thee, 
Show'r bleffings vaft as would my laviih love. 
Had I his power to blefs thee ! 

C H O R U S. 

Yes, my Sifters, 
The filcnt awe that reigns thro* all your train. 
Befits ye well. Let Admiration firft 
Pay her mute tribute. She can beft cxprefs. 
By thofe her kindling cheeks, and lifted eyes. 
Where the tear twinkles, that tranfcendant praifo 
. Elfrida's Virtue claims. 

E L F R I D A. 

My Virtue, VirginSj^ 
Is only love. Or, fay that it be virtue. 
It owes its fource to Love, to chafteft Love, 
Than which what paffion more impels the mind 
To fair and gen'rous adlion ? But the hours 
Are precious now, Pll to yon neighb'ring grove : 
There grows an azure flow'r, I oft have marfc'd it, 
. Which ftains the preffing finger with a juice 

Of 
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Of dufky, yelldw tin£t : Its name I know net* 
I'll fetch and try it ftrait Wait my return. 

[Exit ElfridOn 

C H O R U S. 
ODE. 
L 

Whence does this fudden Luftre rife. 
That gilds the grove ? Not like the noontide beam, 
. Which fparkling dances on the trembling ftream. 
Nor the blue lightmiig> flafh fwift-fhooting thro' the 
fkies. 

But fuch a folemn fieady Light, 
As o'er the cloudlefs azure fteals. 
When Cynthia, riding on the brow of nighty 
Stops in their mid career her iilver wheels. 

II. . 
Whence can it rife, but from the fober power 

Of Constancy f She, lieav'n-born Queen^ . . . 
Pcfcends, and here in Harewooo's hallow'd bowRV 
Fixes her iledfaft reign : 
Stedfaft, as when her high command 
Gives to the ftarry band 
Their radiant Stations in heav'n's ample plain« 
Stedfaft, as when around this nether fphere. 
She winds the various year. 

Jells 
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Telli vdiat Ijme the Snow-drop coU ^ 
Its maidfia whitenefi may unfoM» 
When the golden harveft bend. 
When the ruddy fruits defcsnd. 

Then bids pale Winter wake, to pour 
The pearly hail's tranlucent (howV, 
. To caft his {fiv^ry mantle o'er the woodis, 
ikni bind lA cryflai chains die flttmb'ring floods* 
HI. 

The Soul, wUch file tn^ires, has pow^r to climli 
To all the heights fublime 
Of VirtucV tovr'nog bill. 
That hill, at whofe Ism foot weak-^warUing ftrays 
Th( ftanty fbeam of human praife, 
A lhallow trickling rill. 
While on the Summits hovVing Angels fhed. 
From their Ueft pinioiis, the nefiUfeous dam 
Of ricliiimiportai Fame : From thefis the Mu/b 
pft flttals foaae precious drops, an^fkilful bjendd 

With thofe the lower fountain lends.; 
Then (howVs it all on fbnye hig^^^our'd l^iead. 
But thou, Elfrida, claim^ft the genuine dm ^ 

Iriff worth demands it all. 
Pure, and^^mnizt,- on thee the holy drops ihajl iall. . 

[M^ida rettttns witb fiawers. 

ELFRIDA, 
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ELFRIDA) OROARi CHORUS. 

£ L F R I D A. [looiing on ibi fiowir. 
'Tb ftrange^ my Vlrglji^ thb diUd of BttAM^^ 
Silken and foft, whofe bres^ periruBifes the air, 
Whofe gay veft pafaits the Mom, fhouid in its boTom 
Hide fuch pollution \ Yet 'tii oftek thus : 
All are not as they teih. 

O R G A 

Yttielrmc, Lady. 
E L F R I D A. 
Be gone, ufimaniKr'd Straiiger^ hor ^utllie "Ai \ 
Hence, from the grove. T^xim yfe thfe Pilgrim^ Vii^&i'^ ? 
On my return I met him here. 

CHORUM. 

Alas J 

We faw him here befbite, and heard his tale. 

That inov'd oiltr ^wk^—But I fear ihe ndw, 

^Twas falfe; fome !^y perchance^ viA toay have heaird^ 

O R G A R. 
I have J yet not fiir that *re you b^etmy^i. 
Fair Excellence^ my heart is bo^uhd «nto yo«> 
I feel a tender intereSft in yoi«r vt^lfiu-e^ 
1*ender as FaUicrs fccU 

ELFRIDA; 
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As Fathers feel ; 
Iriiat well-known voic«} sknd ah ! dut look— 
O R G A R. 

Elfrida ! 

E L F R I D A. 
Ves it is Kim, it is my Father, Virgins^ 
Support mc, or I faint ! Oh wherefore. Sir ?-— 

O R G A R. 
Take courage. Daughter, my parental fondnefs 
Prompted this vifit. Thus I came difguis'd. 
To learn the caufe of my dear child's confinement : 
And I have learnt it. 

ELFRIDA. 

Then all's loft for ever. 
O R G A Ri 
Thou know'ft^ Elfrida, next my houfe's honour, 
/Thy peace has ever been my deareft care. 
But fuch an infult— No : I cannot brook it. 
So black a fraud ! By all my anceftors^ 
By Belin's fhade I will have ample vengeance. 

ELFRIDA. 
Alas, I know too well your dreadful purpofe. 
I knew it at th^ firft. Yes, he muft fall. 

Yet 
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Yet pardon mo. If my poor trembling heait 

Puts up I know not what of prayers and vows 

To ev*ry pitying faint. Celeftial Guardians 

Of naptial Conftancy I Oh bend from heav'n 

Your ftar-crown'd heads, and hear a wretched womani^ 

That begs ye (ave, from a dread father's rage. 

Her lord, herhi^and* 

O R G A r: 

Huiband ! 'Sdeath what hufband I 
Is Athelwold thy hufband i Sooner call 
Th' impeached diaef true mafter of ditf booty 
He ftole, or murder'd for. DiiHain the Villain ; 
And help me to raven^ thee. 

CHORUS. 

Think, great Earl ; 
What f^^imonious ties reftrain your daughter. 
hid ihe not fwear before the hallow'd (hrine 
Eternal fealty to this her Lord ? 
Yet fay, that he deceiv'd her j fliall her truth 
Dare to revenge ? Mo, Sir, in higheft heav'n 
Vengeance 'mid ftorms and tempefts fits enflirin'd, 
Vefted in robes of. lightning, and there "fleeps, 
Unwak'd but by th' incens'd Almighty's call. 

CL Oh! . 

I 
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Oh ! let not Man prefume to take unbid 
That dread viccgerency. 

O R G A R. 

Peace, Virgins, peace*. 
Not ev'n the faws of Druids or of Bards 
Have weight with me, when infults high as this 
Roufe my juft indignation. Hear me. Daughter j 
You went to fearch for flow'rs, to blot your charms 
With their dun hue. Yes, thou (halt fearch for flow'rs. 
Yet fliall they be the lovelieft of the fpring ; 
Flow'rs, that entangling in thine auburn hair. 
Or blufhing ^mid the whitenefs of thy bofom. 
May, to the power of ev'ry native grace. 
Give double life and luftre. Hafte, my child. 
Array thyfelf in thy moft gorgeous garb. 
And fee each jewel, which my Love procurM thee. 
Dart its full radiance. More than all, put on 
•The nobler ornament of winning fmiles. 
And kind inviting glances. 

E L F R I D A, 

Never, never; 
When this true heart renounces Athelwold, 
May equitable heav'n— 

ORGAR. 
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O R G A R. 

Away with vows ; 
And with a duteous, and attentive Ear, 
Liften to my perfuafions. Much I wifti 
Perfuafions might prevail, that not compell'd 
To ufe a father's juft prerogative. 
My will may meet with thy unforc'd obedience. 
Fdlow me, on thy duty. 

E L F R I D A. 

Cruel Father, 

That duty lhall obey you ; I will follow : 
Yet dread as is that frown, dreadful as death. 
It lhall not fhake the tenor of my faith ; 
Living or dead I ftill am Athelwold's. 

[Exeunt Orgar and Elfrida, 
SEMICHORUS. 
Horror! Horror! 

The Pen of Fate, dipt in its deepeft gall. 

Perhaps on that ill-omen'd wall. 

Now writes th' event of this tremendous day. 

Oh ! that our weaker fight ^ 

Could read the myftic characters, and fpy 

What to the unpurgM, mortal Eye, ^ 

Is hid in endfefs Night. 

.0.2 SEMI- 
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S E M I C H O R U S. 
Sufpenfe ! thou frozen gueft, begone. 
The wretch, whofe rugged bed 
Is fpread on thorns, more foftly refts his head^ 
Than he that finks amid the cygnet's down. 
If thou, tormenting fiend, be nigh. 
To promptliis ftarting tear, his ceafelefs figh^ 
His wiih, his pray'r, his vow for lingering certainty. 

CHORUS. 
But hark ! that certainty arrives. Mcthough^ 
I heard the winding horn. I did not err ^ 
The King is near at hand. This quick approach 
Will fure prevent this proud Earl's cruel purpofe. 
Yet what of that ? Does her fair form require 
The blazon of rich vefture ? Genuine beauty 
Nor afks, nor needs it : Negligence alone 
Is its bright diadem, and artlefs eafe 
Its robe of Tyrian tin&ure. Say, my Sifters^ 
Shall we falute this monarch with a hymn 
Of Feftival and Joy ? Alas, fuch joy 
111 fuits our trembling hearts, and weeping eyes. 
And now 'twere vain ; for fee, the King approaches. 

EDGAR, 
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EDGAR, ATHELWOLP, CHORUS. 
EDGAR. 
No, Athelwols^ } not from a partial Uindneft, 
Or for the mode and guife of Courtefy, ^ 
Are we thus large in praife } in our true judgmeiK^ 
Xhis Caftle it not more kind Nature's debtor 
For its delicious fite, than 'tt^ to thee 
For this fo goodly ftru£tiire. From its bale, 
Ev'n to yon turrets trim, and taper fpires. 
All is of choiceft Mafonry. Each part 
Doth boaft a feparate grace ; but Ornament, 
nrho' here the richeft that the eye can note. 
Is us'd, not lavifliM ; Art feems generous here. 
Yet not a prodigal. But ah! my Earl, [feeing the Chomsk 
What living diarms arc here ? Thy caftte's beauty 
Muft not detain noe from this lovelier profped. 
Your pardon, fair Ones, that my wayward Eye 
Paid not at iirft, where firft was furely due. 
Its homage to your Graces. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Heav'nsI they weep. 
What may this mean ? Some dread and unfeen chance 
Has counter-woriL'd my iafety. 

EDGAR. 
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EDGAR. 

Whence this filcnce ? 
WhjTv art your lovely heads thus bow'd ^ith fadnefs ? 
Befhrew my heart, my Lord, but this is ftrange. 
I kaoW thee. Earl, and know thy gentlenefs, 
More prone t'*obey, than lord it o'er the fex j 
Elfe (hould I guefs this forrow had its rife 
From fome difcourteous treatment. 

CHORUS. 

No, dread Sovereign ; 
He is the nobleft, gentleft, beft of mafters ; 
And may your Love reward 

ORGAR, ATIlELWOLD, EDGAR, CHORUS. 
A T H E L W'O L D. 

Death to my hopes ! 
ORGAR. 
Yes, Villain, ftart ; but let this vengeful arm 
Arreft thy bafenefs ; would to heav'n its ftrength. 
Thus grafping thee, could open thy falfe breaft. 
And bare thy heart to the (ham'd eye of Day* 

EDGAR. 
Patience, hot Man. What art thou ? 

, ORGAR. 

Earl of Devon ! 

Pardon 
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Pardon me. Prince ; that this my faoneft rage 
O'erleaps obedient duty. I am wrong'd. 
Yet that's but fmall; for know, much-injurM Prince^* 
Thy wrongs as well as mine bodi call for juftice. 
Yes, Sir, V I here, on a iru^ fubjeft's oath. 
Proclaim Earl Athexwold a faitblefs traitor. 

^ ... l ,E D G AR. ... ■ 1 
Ha ! what is this ? Renounce the xtord, old Earl 
Thy length of years hath forc'd thce^ i fiire, .to 'prdfe ^ '-^ 
The verge of dotage. A.fiiELWOtD(.>vhatATHELWoLD 
A faithlefs Uiaiitori Periihthe fufpicion. 
Never before did word, or iiiought, *or Idok, " ' I 
Give doubt of bts diftinguifli'd loyalty., . /' .'• A 
Dotage alone could frame the accufation. ' : ; 

, . . O R G A R. : : Y 

I do not dote, thank H6av*n, my faculties 
Are yet my own, unblemiih'd and unhurt. 
Would fo my Daughter were ! v i . . 

E D gar:. , , 

What is his drift ? 
A T H E L :W O L D. 
Better, my roy^ Lord, you mark'd him not; 
The wayward Earl is— . . . T 

ORG)AR. 
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O A G A R. 

What, audacious Villain! 

EDGAR. 

Go to, thoa choleric Lord. 
O & G A 

When thou haft heard me, Edgak, call me choleric* 

EDGAR. 
Speak dioi, aailviBllf. 
. . O R O A R. 

Oflce, mjiacrad Ltegcv 
I had a daugjbter, duteona as e^r crowii'd 
A Father's wi£b,. and lovely as could warm 
^ A youth to am!rous tranfports. This, my Lord, ^ 
You learnt long fmce from noble Ardulph's prailes. 
And iir'd with his dcfcription, lent this Earl, 
This faithful Earl, t'hivite her to our throne. 

EDGAR. 
No, Orcar, not t'ihTite her vto our throne, 
Sihiply to note her beauty was his errand. 

- O R G A R. 
Yes, he did note it, ftampt it for his own. 
But why this parley ? Enter, Sir, ^lefe gates. 
And let Elfjlida's features be the book. 

Where 
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Where you may read die ftory cif his falfhood, 
£v'n on the inftant. 

EDGAR. 

Noble Lord, lead on. 
AVe'll follow to the trial. I will humour 
The Earrs hot temper. He has heard, my friend, 
We meant .t'exalt his daughter, and for that 
His partial fondnefs, link'd with his ambition, 
Levels this rage at thee. Attend us^ Lords. 

[Exeunt Edgar ^ Orgar^ i^c. 
CHORUS, ATHELWOLD. 
C H O R.U S. 
My Lord, the King is enter'd : ftand not thus. 
In mute and iixt diftrefs. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Away, away; 
What ! can a Man that thinks fuch thoughts as I do 
Have pow'r of word or motion ? fpeak to me ; 
Inform me all. What faid flie, when I left her ? 
How came her Father hither ? how did (he 
Greet his arrival ? Say, was Ihe compell'd. 
Or did her free and voluntary voice 
Tell all the ftory ? Did fhe marfbal him. 
To this his deed of vengeance ? 

R CHORUS. 
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C H O R U S. 

Deareft Mailer ; 
Elfrida told him not : his own deceit 
Was his informer. Here the Earl arriv'd 
Early at morn, in mean and pilgrim weeds. 
All like an ancient^ toil-worn traveller j 
And with a tale told in fuch piteous ifrain, 
Fraught with fuch fad and moving circumftance. 
With woes fo well diffembled ; that our foftnefs 
Suffered , him enter this clofe bow'r for reft, 
. Which he adapting to his prying purpofe. 
Thence learnt the fecret. This our difobedience. 
We own— 

ATHELWOLD. 

Was my perdition. Yet 'tis well ; 
I blame ye not ; it was Heav'n's juftice. Virgins ; 
This brought him hither ; this annulled your faith. 
I do not think, you purpos'd my deftru6lion ; 
But yet you have deftroy'd me. Oh Elfrida^ 
And art thou faithful ? This my jealous eye 
Thought it had mark'd fome fpeck of change upon thee; 
Thought it had found, what might have made thy lofs 
Somewhat within endurance, 'Tis not fo ; 
And this thy purity but ferves t'augment 

The 
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The fum of my diftraftions. Meet me, Edgar, 
With thy rais'd fword : be merciful and fudden— ^ 

[Exit Jthelwold. 

CHORUS. 
ODE. 
I. I, 

Say, will no white-rob'd Son of Ligl t. 
Swift-darting. from his heav'nly heigh 

, Here deign to take his hallowed Hand j 
Here wave his amber locks ; unfold 
His pinions cloth'd with downy gold ; 
Here fmiling ftretch his tutelary wand ? 

And you, ye hoft of Saintsj for ye have knov^rn 
Each dreary path in Life's perplexing maze, 

Tho' now ye circle yon eternal throne 
With harpings high of iqexpreffive praife. 

Will not your train defcend in radiant ftate, 
To break with Mercy's beam this gath'ring cloud of Fate ? 

I, 2. 

'Tis filenee all. No Son of Light 
Darts fwiftly from his heav'nly heigl t ; 

No train of radiant Saints defcend. 
*^ Mortals, in vain ye hope to find. 
If guilt, if fraud has ftain'd your mind, 
" Or Saint to hear, or Angel to defend." 

R 2 So 
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So Truth proclaims. I hear the facred fottnd 
Burft front the centre of her burning throne : 

Where aye fhe fits with ftar-wreath'd luftre crown*d : 
A bright Sun clafps her adaniantine zone. 

So Truth proclaims : her awful voice I hear : 
With many a folemn pauft it flowly meets my ear, ^ 

I. 3. . \ 
" Attend, ye Sons of Merr; attend, and fay,** 

Does not enough of my refulgent fay 

Break thro' the veil of your mortality ! 

Say, does not reafoh in this form defcry 

Unnumber'd, namelefs glories, that furpafs 

The Angel's floating pomp, the Seraph's glowing grace ? 

II. I. 

Shall then your earth-born daughters vie 
With me ? Shall flie, whofe brighteft eye* 

But emulates the diamond's blaze, 
Whofe cheek but mocks the peaches' bloom, 
Whofe breath the hyacinth's perfume, • 
Whofe melting voice the warbling -iKroodlark's lays. 

Shall (he be deem'd my rival ? Shall a form 
Of elemental drofs, of mould'ring day. 

Vie with thefe charms imperial ? The poor worm 
Shall prove her contcft vain. Life's little day 

Shall 
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Shall pafs^ and ihe is gone : I zppeir 
Flufh'd with thd hhosii of ycTuth ttfiro' Hiav'n's eternal 
ye^. 

IL Oh 

Know, Mortals^ ktso^, efe Mt ye fpnm^i 
Ere firft th^fe orte in ether hung, 

I {hone amid the hcav'nljr throng, 
Thefe eyes beheld Creation's dsty. 
This voice b^gan the choral lay. 
And taught Archangels their ^ium^ihant fong; 

Pleas'd I furvey'd bright Nature's gradual birthy • 
Saw infant Light wit^h' kiAdKn^ luftre fpread, 

Soft vernal: fragfanee ctette the fl6w'ring e^rth^ 
And Ocean heave on his' extended bed ; . 

Saw the tall pine afpiring pierce the lky,> 
The tawny Lion ftalk, the rapid Eagk fly, 
II. 3. 

Laft, Man aft)fe, ered in youthful gnw«», 
Heav'n's hall^'d irtiage^fliampt upon his fice*^- 
And, a$ he rofe, the high beheft wa9 giv'n,' 
« That I akSne of alt the h^ of heav'n, 
Should feign Prote£brefs of the godlike Youth/* 
Thus the Almighty fpak^ : b« fpdct and cail'd tnt 
TiiUTH, 

ATHEL* 
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ATHELWOLD, EDWIN, CHORUS, 

A T H E I, W OLD. 
Banifh me ! No. Til die. For why flipuld Life 
Remain a lonely lodger in that breaft 
Which Honour leaves deferted ? Idle breath I 
Thou can'ft not fill fuch vacancy. Be gone, 
This fword fhall free 

CHORUS, 

Oh fhame to Fortitude ! 
Shame to that manly pai&on, which, infpires 
Its vigorous warmth, when the bleak blafts of Fate 
Would chill the foul. Oh call the ready virtue 
Quicl^ to thy aid, for (he is ever near thee ; 
Is ever prompt tp fpread her fevenfold fhield 
O'er noble breafts. 

ATHELWOLD. 

And but o'er noble breafts j 
Not o'er the breaft which livid Infamy 
Indelibly has fpotted. Oh fhame, ihame. 
Sword, rid me of the thought. 

CHORUS. 

Forbear, forbear ) 
Think what a fea of deep perdition whelms 
The wretch's trembling foul, who launches forth 

Un* 
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Unliccns*d to Eternity. Think, think } 
And let the thought reftrain thy impious hand. 
The race of Man is one yaft marfhall'd army, 
Summon'd to pafs the fpacious realms of Time, 
Their leader the Almighty. In that march 
Ah who may quit his poft ? when high in air 
The chos'n Archangel rides, whofe right hand wields 
Th' imperial flandard of heav'n's providence. 
Which, dreadly fweeping thro' the vaulted fky, 
O'erihadows all creation. 

ATHELWOLD. 

I was orice ^ 
Yes, I wad^ once (I have his royal word for't) 
A man of fuch try'd faith, fuch fteady honour. 
As mock'd all doubt and fcruple. — ^What a change ! 
Now muft that unftain'd, virgin charaSer, 
Be doom'd to grofs and houVly proftitution. 
Sating the luft of flander ; and my wife. 
My chafte Elfrida I Oh diftradlion, no, 
ril fly to fave her. 

EDWIN. 

Stay, my deareft Maftcr; 
You rufli on inftant death, 

ATHEL- 
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And if^uld'ft Am hiAitr mt i 

E P W .1 N. 

Yes, Sir, I hold 
*Tis duty to my Jung, alid loye to ypv, 
Thi|i$ to oppofe your entrance. 

What^ t^oa traitor ! 
Thy pardon, £dwik, I forgot myfc^if s 
Forgot, that } ftpod here a banifh'd M^n ; 
And that this gate ,was Ihut againft its Mailer. 
And yet ttkis gate leads to my dear £lfiiipa ^ 
Can it be har'd to me i Oh |)arth, cold Earth, 
Upon whole ;bre^ I caft this load of mis'ry^ 
Bear it awhile ; and you, ye^ aged O^, 
Ye venerable F^ohers of this wood. 
Who oft have cool'd beneath your arching lhades 
My humble anceftors, oft (een them hie 
To your fpread umbrage, from yon fultry §eidj 
Their fcene of honeft labour, ihade, ah ! (hade 
The 1^, the wretchedeft of ?di their race. 
I will not long pollute ye.; jfor I mjean 
To pay beneath your confecrated gloom 

A 
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A facrifice t6 honour, and the ghofts • ] 

Of thofe progenitors, who fternly frown 
On me their bafe defcendarit. 

E D W I 

See, ye Virgins, 
How Horror lhades his brow j how fixt his eye 5 
Heav'ns ! what defpair — 

CHORUS. 

Edwin, 'tis ever thus 
With noble minds, if chance they flide to folly ; 
Remorfe flings deeper, and relentlefs Confcience 
Pours more of gall into the bitter cup 
Of their jfevere repentance* 

ATHELWOLD/ 
'Tis refolv'd : 
I'll enter and demand a fecond audience. 
And yet how vain ! Ere I can reach his ear. 
His ready train will flop me, and, with all 
The cruel punftuality of office. 
So prompt to aft 'gainft fallen favourites, 

Difmifs me with reproof. Surely I heard her. 

Was't not Ei.frida's voice? 'Tis flhe herfelf.. 

S EL- 
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ELFRIDA, EDGAR, ATHELWOL0^ 
ORGAR, CHORUS. 
E L F R I D A. 
No, I will once more clafp him to my bofom. 
I will not be withheld. I will o'crtake him. 
Will go with him to exile. Hah, my Hufband f 
So quickly found ? They thought to tear me from ibtc f 
But we will part no more. 

EDGAR. 

Take heed, EtFRlDA, 
This ilUtim'd fondnefs may recall the fate 
I juft now freed him from ; who loves like me 
Can ill brook this. Or quit him, or he dies. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Yes, let me die ! Death is my deareft wifli. 
Quit me, Elfrida ! leave me to my fate. 
'Tis juft, 'tis juft. Thus to my fov*reigri*s fword 
Freely I bare my breaft. Strike, injur'd Prince ^ 
But do not baniih me. 

ELFRIDA. 

What, Athelwold, 
Is then the life, on whofe dear preferyation 
Elfrida's peace depends, not worth the faving? 
Die then. But ere thy murdVer ftrikes the ftroke. 

Let 
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Let me inforfn htm, that his ad ddlrojrs 
No fingle life, 

EDGAR. 
By heav'ii, flic loves the traitor ' 
Beyond all hope of chang e 

E L F R I D A. 

No, Athelwold, 
Thou (halt not die. That paufe in royal Edgar 
Befpeaks forgtvcmefs. He will foon relent ; 
And mercy^ ilowing from his gracious tongue. 
Seal tl)y full pardcm* Let us kneel, my Lord ^ 
Seize the important moment ; kneel together; 
And, as thefe ftreamrng eyes and lift^ hands 
Employ each^a£l of filent fupplication. 
Do thou recount— Ah ! no, thy modeft tongue 
Could .never tell ev*n half the gallant ftory. 
Be filent then. Let Edgar's felf r^e£l: ; 
For well I know his Mem'ry writes thy Virtues 
Upon its faireft page. Yes, let him >mgh 
All thy paft deeds of loyalty and faith, 
'Gainft this fo light a fault. 

EDGAR. 

JSolightaf^t! 
Had he diflodg'd my richeft coifer'd treafures, 

S 2 Difpcrs'd 
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Difpers'd fedition's poifon 'mid my troops. 
Or aim'd with daring and rebellious hand 
To fnatch thefe regal honours from my brow, 
I fooner could have pardonM. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Ceafe, ElfridAi 
My doom is juft — Yes, royal Sir, I go 
To banifliment. I do deferve to breathe, 
Deferve to bear this load of life about me^ 
For many years ; to lengthen out my age, 
Lift'ning the hourly knell of. curft remembrance, 
Whofe leaden ftroke fliall. tell to my fad- iqui 
That I was faithful once. 

E L F R I D A. . 

Oh flinty Edgar, . 
What ! will this penitence not move thee ? Know( 
There is a rofe-lip'd Seraph fits on high. 
Who ever bends his holy ear to earth 
To mark the voice of Penitence, to catch 
Her folemn fighs, to tunc them to his harp. 
And echo them in harmonies divine 
Up to the throne of Grace. Ev'n.Heav'n is won 
By Penitence,- and fhall Heav'n's fubftitute. 
Shall Edgar fcorn— 

ED- 
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EDGAR. 
Ceafe, ceafe, thou beauteous pleads { ' 
Ah far too beauteous ! Would'ft thou gain thy fuit^ 
Why glows that yermil lip ? why rolls that eye 
Bright as the ray of Morn } Why in each gefture 
Such inexpreflive graces, but becaufe 
They're native all, and will not be conceal'd ? 
Elfe fure each charm betrays him, aiid becomes 
An advocate, whofe filent eloquence 
Pleads 'gainft thy voice, and foils, its tuneful power« ' 
Traitor ! was this the face which thy falfe tongue 
Profan'd as. vulgar? This fuch common beauty 
As the fair eye/of Day beheld eacb' hour 
Inev'ry clime-heJighted? Bafe diffemWcr, 
This inftant qiiit our realm. 

, ' E L F R I D A. 

Oh ftay thee, Edgar^ . 
And once more hear me. At thy feet I fall . 
As earneft, and diftreft a fupplicant, ^ " T 

As e'er embrac'd the knees of Majefty, 
Oh I fpare thy Country's guardian, Edgar, f^arc 
Thy clofefti, fureft friend. Let not one fault 
Cancel his thoufand, thoufand.a<^ of faith, 
^las ! I fall to vatneft repetition, - 

Grief, 
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Grief, whelming grief drowns 9II my faculties, 
Atid kms me fmight but tern* 
EDGAR, 

Rifey fiCe^ KhTKiPiLs 
E L F R I D A. 
Shall he then live-? 

EDGAR. 
He {hall, be fliall, taj bar. 
If fo he quit the realm, wi^in the fpace 
Ourfisntpnoe limited. 

E I. F R I D A. 

rOh flop not tliece; 
That fentence-will be death to Athelwoxd. 
Think, for jduMiJcnow^ft fuU well bis gentle natuie^ 
Can he fupport the rigour of this doom i 
Can he, who liy'dlut in thjr gracious fmiles, 
Wbo'd'pine, if ichanoe Aofe fmiles a fingle hour 
Were dealt bim iHmftiij ^ think, can Jie bear 
The infamy of exile ? 

:E D G A Jl. 

Did I not 9nw^r«JDn thy much«^bur'd Jiead 
My thickeftihonoMrs, ^andiwithgiftfo leady 
As out-run all requeft I ;Did I mat bold thee 
. • StUl 



Digitized by Google 



Still in fuch opeb confidence o# frilMidflyf); 
Such fove as-— - 

ATBgLWOLD. 

SooiieF ftab me than rep^ iu 
EDGAR. 
Yet give me hearing. I repeat not Ais 
To taunt or gal! thee. On my foul iky wofA 
Did overtop aJl ^ofe honours, vthi thy 
Kept pace with my beft love. Nor *lill dlis Deed^ 
But fuch a deed ! look there, look Oft that faetf • 
Thou know*ft me, AthblwoLI), ha3 ieeH me gaM 
On a foft yielding fair one, tiH mine eye 
ihot ilames. Perdition feixe me, if this heart 
Knew Love 'till now. 

A T « E L W O L D. 

I fee it plain, my Liege, 
Nor fay I aught to leflbn my Offence* 
No, here I kneel. Oh I C2& but on my misery 
One kirid forgiving glance; thia ready fword 
Shall expiate $11. 

E L F it I D A. 

Ah ! will y^ i muft he dief 
EDGAR. 
No, ftay thee, Ak*H£LWold, and iheath thy fword ; 

I 
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t never yet (fave but this hour of rage) 

Deem'd thee my fubjeft. Thou wert ftill my friend j 

And, injur'd as I amj thou ftill art fuch ; 

I do forego the word ; to banifh thee 

Or feal thy death, tranfcends a friend's juft right. 

E L F R I D A. 
Ah gcn'rous deed ! ah godlike goodnefs ! Virgins, 
The king will pardon him. Wake each high note 
Of praife, and gratitude, teach Edgar's name 
To Harewood*s furthcft Echo. Oh my Sov'reign ! 
XVhat words can fpeak my thanks— 
EDGAR. 

Nay, check tliefe tranfports,^ 
Left, if I fee thee thus, my foul forget 
Its milder purpofe. I will leave thee. Lady ; 
Yet firft my lips muft prefs this gentle hand. 
And breathe one foft figh of no common fervour* 
Now on, my Lords — Fair wonder of thy fex, 
Adieu. We'll ftraight unto our realm of Mercia. 
Yet firft, as was our purpofe, thro' this foreft, 
^ We'll chace the nimble .Roebuck j may the fport 
More pleafe us, than we hope. Earl Athelwold, 
Thou too muft join our train. Foilow us ftraight. 

[Exeunt Edgar^ 

ATHEL. 
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A T H E L W O L D; 
I my. Liege. Eifrida, I have much 
For thy lov'd car^ and have but one farewel 

To tell it all— And yet 

E L F R I D A: 

Ah loiter not, 
It may enrage* Farewel. Be fure, take heed 
I come not in your talk ; avoid ev'n thinking ; 
Check ev'n the fighs of abfence. Hafte, my Early 
Oh hafte thee, as thou lov'ft thy conftant wife. 

l^Exit Athelwoldi 
ORGAR, ELFRIDAi CHORUS, 
O R G A R. 
Thy conftant Wife ! ah, ftain of all thy race^ 
Degenerate Girl ! Henceforth be OrcJar deem'd 
Of foft, and dove-like temper, who cduld fe6 
A child of his ftoop to, fuch vile abafemeiit. 
And yet forbore juft wrath ; forbore to draw 
That blood ihe had defilM from her mean veins. 
But fure thou art not mine j fotne Elf or Fay 
Did fpirit away my babe, and by curft charms 
Thee in her cradle plac'd. Nay haflg hot on me. 
Dry, dry thy tears, they've done their office amply. 
Edgar hs^ pardon'd him. No, by my Earldom,^ 

T I 
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I cannot think of majefly thus meanl j. 

He'll yet avenge it : What if chance he fhoiild A0^{ 

That ftops not me j I have a heart, an arm, 

A fword can do me juftice. 

E L F R r D A. 

Ah ! my Lord, 
Are you ftill mercilefs ? Alas, I hop'd— ~ 

O R G A R. 
What could'ft thou hope, £lfri0a ? could'ft thou tbtnb 
I e'er would pardon his vile perfidy, 
Or thy ignoble (bftnefs ? 

E L F R I I> A . 

Deafeft Father, 
Frown not thus fternly on me. I would fain 
Touch your relenting foul, fain win your heart 
To fatherly forgivenefs. For thro' life 
I've oft had pleaftng proof how that forgivenefs 
Stoop'd to my fond perfuaiion. But I fear 
Perfuafion now has left me. My fad thoughtsr 
Are all on wing, all followkig Ath£lwoli>, 
Like unfeen miniftring fpirits Pardon, Sir, 
That frown fliall check me, I'll not mention him | 
I will but plead for my own weaknefs, plead 
For that foft fympathy of foul, which you. 

Deem 
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Deem bafe and fervlle. Bafe perhaps it might be. 
Were I of bolder fex. But I, alas ! 
Ah pardon me, if Nature ^mpt me Woman i 
Gave me a heart foft, gentle, pcone to pitjr. 
And very fearful. Fearful, Aire with caiiie 
At this dx&dd hour, wheji if one bapleis word, 
One figh break foith vaibid^ it Auy rekindle 
The Monarch's rage~Whaft has my phrenzy laid ? 
I've wander'd from my meaning* Deareft Virgins, . 
My rafh tongue more ii;iflaa](Qs hun. Oh aiSft me. 
Ye are not thus oppteSk with inwar^l horrour : 
Kneel, plead, perfuade, convincc-^--^ 
CHORUS. 

Alas^ my mifirefs. 
What may a fervant's accents do t'appeafe 
This furious £arh? 

Q R G A R. 

Ye well niay fysae them : Maidens, 
Know my firm foul's ,refolv^, and be <my heart 
As bafe as AxH£LwaLJ>'#, if it fereigoes 
The honeft rofolutioa. Thmk what I, 
What Britain fuifers ^fi-om ^iis Tr^itor'^ fraud ; 
Had Edgar took my daughter to his bed. 
Our Britiib Line, which now is doom'd to fmk 

T 2 In 
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In vllc fubjeftion, had again alTum'd 

The pall of royalty, with half its power, 

In tim^ perchance the whole. But this falfe Saxoii 

Shall with his life repay me. Here I'll wait 

His firft return, and in his own domain 

Give him fair combat. I have known the time 

When this good arm had hardihood enough 

For thrice his prowefs. What is loft thro' age, 

My juft caufe fliall fupply ; and he fliall fall 

As did the traitor Oswald, whofe bold tongue 

Defam'd me to King Athelstan ; To the ground 

My (harp lance nail'd the caitiff. 

[Exit Orgar^ 
E L F R I D A, CHORUS. 
E L F R I D A. 

Think, my Lord^ 
Will Athelwold, will he enter thofe lifts. 
Where conqueft would be parricide ? Alas, 
He hears me pot. Go, thou obdurate Man, 
A daughter's tears will but the more provoke thee% 
I will not follow him. No; poor Elfrida ! 
All thou can-ft do is here to ftand, and w^epj, 
And feel that thou art wretched, 

CHQRUS. 
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CHORUS. 

Deareft Miftrefi, 
Reftrain this flood of tears^ perhaps •* 
E L F R I D A, 

Perhaps! 

Ah ! mock me not with hopes. 

CHORUS. 

We. do not mean it i 
For Hope, tho* *tis pale Sorrow's only cordial^ 
Has ytt a dull and opiate quality. 
Enfeebling what it lulls* - It fuitis not you 5 
f or^ as we fear— 

E L F R I D A. 

Do you too fear ? Alas ! 
I flattcr'd q;iy poor foul that all its Fears 
'Were Grief's diftemper'd coinage, that my Love 
Rais'd caufelefs apprehenfions, and at length 
Edgar would quite forgive. I do bethink n^e. 
My joy broke forth too rafhly. . When they left us^' 
His fafety was not half feour^d ; -my pleading 
Was not half heard ; I fliould.have foUow'd Edg ar^ 
Claim'd more full pardon^ forc'd him toMibraco - 
My foriowing Lord. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

We fear that forrow more 
Than Edc Aji's jcage. We fcar his fallen Virtvtt^ 
Self-condemnation works f^cft ftroi^Iy on him, 
E^Vi ibO Defpondency, Ev'n at his pardon. 
No joy flufb'd on his cheak.^ wis mapJcVi him well. 
He ibew'd no iign of wekoine* No, he took it 
As'<wfa0'Aioidd /ay, To give me aught but Deatb 

Is a pdor boon uawi&'d and >uiacceptfld." 
Too much we fear Ke'U da Jbne ionipiQiis Ad««» 

E L F fl X D A. 
What, on his life ? I thought I had.explf)r'J 
Each various face of datigjsr : this trfcap'd me. 
How ti&*i I this ? It tfuits his courage highly ; 
Suits too his fix'^ r6Bioi!fe.^«*Siit yet be w^l 310^ 
No, ATBBhWOiJDy then wilt not IdU £urjiiB a. 

CHORUS. 
Oh majr^ pmferve ^im : ^may thefe Aadcs 
Keooive bkn foon peacet. To this tkft iend 
You fure Anuld ftrive to (Oakn your Fathflr's rage ; 
Aticuft ADt fuffiDr^tm, as now, j^tir'd 
TohiBMNlV'eriua'ieirenge. Forkiow^ Ewrioa^ 
Beneath the filent gloom of Solitude 
Tho' Peace can fit and imile ; tho' meek Content 

Can 
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Can keep the chearful teaor of &er fojol, 
Ev'n in the kmelieft fliadss ^ yet kfi not Wrath 
Approach, let black Re^«ngr keef fiur 2hoof^ 
Or foon they flaine to Madne& 

EL F R ID A. 

True, my Vflgio^j^ 
Attend me then : I'll try each wixuiing art : 
The' ill fuch art beconiea me, yet I'll aim it^ 
Hark — ^whencethot nosfc ? Iheardfomehaftyfootftsps* 

C H O IL U S. 
Oh Heav'ns ! 'tis Edwin. 
EJ.FRIDA, EDWIN,. CHORUS. 

£ L F R I D A. 

Edwin, ah ! that hook 
Befpeaks too well the horrour of liiy errand. 
Tell it me all. 

EDWIN, 

Alas I 

EL F R I D Ae 

Nay, do not paufe^. 
Tell it me all. I think it will not kill me. 
Repeat each circumftance* Fm rcady, Enwi^ 
^v'n for the w^rft, 

EDWINi 
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EDWIN. 
Then hear that worft, EiFRiDAi 
Soon as the ftag had left yon weftward thicket. 
The King difmifs'd his Lords, each fev'ral ways^ 
To their beft fport, bidding Earl Athelwold, 
Xrord Ardulph, and myfelf, attend his peribn. 
Thus parted from the reft, the Monarch pierc'd 
A darkling dell, which open'd in a Lawn 
Thick fet with elm around. Suddenly here 
He turn*d his fteed, and cry*d, This place befits 
Our purpofe well.** 

E L F R I D A. 

Purpofe ! what pUrpofe, Edwin i 
*T^as prcdctefminM then, diflembling tyrant ! 
How could I truft, or hope— ^ 

EDWIN. , 

Yet give me hearing : 
Thus with a grave compofure, and calm eye. 
King Edgar fpake. Now hear me, Athelwold 5 
Thy King has pardon'd this thy trait'rous aft : 
From all difloyal bafenefs to thy prince 
Thou (bnd'ft abfolv'd ; yet, know, there ftill remains 
Somewhat to cancel more. As man to man,' 
As friend to friend, now, Athelwold, I call thee 

Straight 
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Straight to defend thy life >^ith thy good (v^ti* 
Nay, anfwer not ; defend it gallantly. 
If thy arm profpc^, this my dying tongUe 
Shall pardon thee, and blefs thee. If thou fairfti 
Thy parting breath mujft to my right reiign 
ElfridA^s beauties. At the word, both drew, 
Both fought ; but Athel wold's was ill-play'd paflion- 
He aim'd his falchion at the Monarch's head, 
Only to leave his own brave breaft defencelefs. 
And on the inftant Edgar's jrapijd fword 
Piepc'd my dear mafter's heart. He fell to earth. 
And, falling, cry'd, This wound atones for all. 
Edgar, thus full aveng'd, will pardon me. 
And my true wife with chafk, connubial tears. 
Embalm my memory." He fmil'd, and died* 
E L F R I D A. 
Nay, come not round me. Virgins, nor fupport me* 
I do not fwoon, nor weep. I call not heav'n 
T'avenge my wretchednefs. I do not vrifh, 
This tyrant's hand may wither with cold palfies. 
No, I am very patient. Heav'n is juft ! 
And, when^he meafure of his crimes is ful!. 
Will bare its red right arm, and lance its lightnings, 
'Till then, ye elements, reft : and thou, firm Earth, 
U ^ Ope 
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Ope not thy yawning jaws, but let this Monfief 

Stalk his due time on thine aflFrighted furface. 

Yes J let him ftill go on ; ftill execute 

His ravage purpofes, and daily make 

More widows wieep, as I do. Foolifh Eyes ! 

Why flow ye thus unbiddep ? What have tears 

To do with grief like mine ? 

CHORUS. 

Help, help, my Sifters^ 

To bear her to the caftle. 

ORGAR, ELFRIDA, EDWIN, CHORUS. 
O R G A R. 

As I paft, 

Methought I heard a found of loud lament ; 
Elfrida, ah ! 

ELFRIDA. 

Is not my father there ? 
Withhold me not j I'll fall at his dear feet. 
Oh Sir ! behold your child thus lowly proftrate ; 
Avenge her wrongs, avenge your poor Elfrida, 
Your helplefs, widow'd Daughter. 

^ ORGAR. 

Widow'd Daughter ! 

What is he flain ? 

EL- 
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E L F R I D A. 

Inhofpitably butchcr'd ; 
The Tyrant*s favage felf — Stand you thus cool ? 
Where is the Britifli Spirit, where the fire 

Of Belin's race?-^ Oh foolilhnefs of grief! 

Alas, I had forgot; had Edgar fpar'd him. 

That fword, to which my madnefs call'd for vengeance. 

Ere long was meant to do the bloody deed. 

And make the murder parricide. Have I 

No friend to do me right ? 

O R G A R. 

Thou haft, my Child 5 
I am thy friend, thy father. Truft my care. 
Edwin, a word. Retire, my dearefl; Daughter : 
Virgins, conduft her in. 

E L F R I D A. 

My Father, No, 
What do you do ? I muft not be withheld. 
I'll to yon bloody grove, and clafp my Hufband, . 
My murder'd Hufband, Why reftrain me. Sir ? 

my fad eye dart fire thro' his cold breaft. 
And light up life anew ? 

ORGAR. 
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O R Q A R. 

Go in, my child. 

And feck Tranquillity, 

E L F R I D A. 

Tranquillity ! . 
I know her well ; flie is Death's palef^'d flflct i 
She's now in yonder grove clofing the lids 
Of my poor Athelwold. That otfcc doncji 
She'll bear his foul upon her gentle plumes 
Up to the realms of Joy. Ill follow thtm : 
I know he^d have it fo : He'll not bfe Weft, 
Ev'n on his throne of blifs, till I am with him* 

CHORUS. 
This way, my dearcft Mifeefs. 

E L F R I D A. 

Hold, nay hold i 
Croud not around me. Let me paufe a while. 
Albina, thou alone (halt join my mis'ry; 
I've much to utter to thy friendly ear. 
Lead on, thou gentle maid ; thy fingk arm 
Shall prop my ttembling frame ; thy fingle vole? 
Speak peace to my affliftions. 

[Exit with the principal Virgin^ 

ORGAR, 
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ORGAR, ED.WIN^ J5EMICHORUS, 
O a G A R. 

OiLybuf VmMy ; 
Virgina, let no diflurbing Asp approach &er« * . \:a. , 
Say, ED^iif (for I igas&, 'tmai. yoii that bftrngbti : 
Thefe.tidtiigs hither^ wbtre ihLS wpl EvqaJbC^ ■■' 
When l^tc yoii left him? . / 

. E » W I : 
\ At my. mafter's fid* 
Repentant of the ft»9kc» ... 

O R.6'A:R, ' > - 

Coi«9 he not iKick 
ToHarewoQd? ; - , 

S E M I C H O R U S. 

Heav'n^fetfUdl SL^RtDA^ UraUi 
Would x&adden at the fight. 

O E G A R. • 

Miftakenot, ViiginlJ; 
I did not mean at tlris d^dSrfUl hour 
The King {hould fee my daughter. 

S E M I C H O R U 

fer pky,. 

Do not profane this fabbath of h0r ^rief* 
Oh ! be her forrow facred ! 

ORGAR. 

i 
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O R G A R. 

Fear not. Virgins 5 
Her peaqe is my beft care, and, to enfure it, 
I'll hafte this inAant, by young Edwin's guidance. 
To find the Monarch, Some four miles from Harewood 
Stands old Earl Egbert's caftle, piy faft friend. 
With him will I perfuade the King to fojourn, 
'Till my child's grief abate ; that too to fpeed 
Be it your bulinefs. Virgins, Watching ever 
Each happy interval, when your foft tongues 
May hint his praifes, ' 'till by prance won 
She bear their fuller blazon. Elfrid's welfarQ 
Requires this friendly office at your hands ; 
And Edgar's virtues bear fuch genuine luftre. 
That Tnfth itfelf direas*;— 

[Exit Organ 

SEMICHORUS. 
• : e As Truth dire£U| 

So only ihall we a6l, . This day has Ih^WA 
What dire eSt&$ await its violation* 
Straight is the toad of Truth, and plain} 
And, tbo' acrofs the facred way 
Ten thoufand ^ing footftepis ftraj^, 
f Tis ours to walk dired^ 

And, 
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And, with fage caution circumfped. 
Pace llowly through the folemiv feene. 

[The principal Virgin returns^ 

SEMICHORUS. 
Has Orgar left the grove ? 

SEMICHORUS. 

He has, my fifter, 

SEMICHORUS. 
Then hear, and aid Elfrida's laft refolve. 
Who takes the only way ftern Fate has left 
To fave.her plighted faith for ever pure 
To her dead Athelwold. 

SEMICHORUS. 

• • Forbid it, Patience j 

Forbid it, that fubmiffive calm of foul. 
Which teaches meek-ey'd Piety to fmilc 
Beneath the fcourge of Heav'n. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Ye need not fear it, 
She means not felf-deftru6lion. Thanks to heav'n. 
Huge and o'erbearing as her mis'ry is. 
It cannot fo obliterate from her breaft 
The written rule of duty. Her pure Soul 
Means, on the inftant, to devote itfelf 

To 
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To heaven and hoUnelfv Afl^l her ftrajgk^ 
Left Edgar's pr^m^t »n4 her Father's 
Jpre¥^ the bleft ititeiitioii. See, {he comes. 
Kneel on each fiifiy ^evoulty kn^el ^rounii' her ; 
And breathe rome pray'r in high and fptemi) ftr^ndi 
That Angels from theil* thrones of light tnay hear. 
And jratify her vow. 

ELFRIDA, CHOHUS. 
[Elfrida kn^ik^ md the Virgins £vide inta two TrMps.] 
SEMICHORUS, 

Hfiar^ Angels, hfcar^ 
Hear from thefe nether thrones of Light i 
And Oh ! in golden charadera record 
£ach firm^ immutable^ immortal word. 
Then wing your foleaan flight 
Up to the heav'n of he^v'ns, and theef 
Hang the confpicuous tablet bigh^ 
'Mid the dread records of Eternity* 

ELFRIDA. 
He^r fifA^ that Athelwold's fad widow fiMU^ 
To rear a hallow'd Convent o'er the place, 
Where ftream'd his blood : there will flie weep tkro' Life 
Immur'd with this chafte throng of Virgim ; there 
Each day ihall fix times hear her full-voiced Choir 

Chant 
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Cham:dir flMv^lfeqtMi^o^iir her ilmtyr*i Lord; 
There fx^Oi vHlcii Micblghfe hwVs iHth awfUl ^aT^ 
She'll rife qfafaMiiiLGf the 
Of waking Grief, bear the diih Ihrid iaper 
Along the winding Hles^ Mid at fheTaltar 
Kifs ey'iy pa}e flmne iridk her trembling llps^ 
Prefs the co^ ftofie with her bent laiee,. aad call . 
On fainted ATHliir«rQiJ>« 

S £ M I C . H O R U S. . 

: HeaTy Angels^ hear^ 
Hear from thefe mfiitr threnes of LigHt; 
And Oh I in golden fthsMtSbiti T«x«i 
Each firm, immutahiti^. mmortal wocd* 
Then wiiig your folemn flight 
Up to the heav'n of heav'ns, and there 
Hang the confpicuous tablet high, 
^Mid the dread records of Eternity. 

E L F R I D A, 
Hear next, that AthelwoId's fad widow fwcars 
Ife^t to vi^^ft thifr holy vow 
She to his truth iirft plighted ; fwears to bear 
The fober iinglenefs of Widowhood 
To her cold grave. If from this chaftc refolve 
She ev*n in thought fi^ould fweiTe ; if gaudy pomp, 

X Or 
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Or flattering greatnefs e'er Ihould tempt one wiih 
To ftray beyond this purpofe ; may that heav'n. 
Which hears this vow, punilh its violation. 
As heavenly juftice ought. > ^ 

CHORUS. 

Hear, .Angels,' hear, 
Hear from thefe nether thrones of Light ; 
And Oh ! in golden charaders record - 
Each firm, immutable, immortal wbnk 
Then wing your folemn flight ,j 
Up to the heav'h of heav'ns, and there 
Hang the confpicuous tablet high, 
*Mid the dread records of Eternity. 
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'Nos munera Phoebo 
Mifimusi et Djiuix>u:m de^e^te Cuosluas. 

MltTOK, 
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The ARGUMENT. 



CARACTACUS, King of the Silures, having been 
defeated by OsTORius, the Roman Prafe£fj his 
^een taken pr if oner j and his Son ( as it is fuppofed) either 
flain or fled^ retired with his only Daughter^ and took 
fan^fuary amongft the Druids in Mona. Ostorius, 
after the battle^ leaving garrifons in the conquered country^ 
marched t9 fnbdue^he mrthem part of Britain, and led 
his troops to the frontiers of the Brigantes, then governed 
by C ARTISMANDUA. This^een^ dreading the vidiorious 
enemy ^ made a truce ivith him j one of the conditions of 
winch was J that Jhe Jhould ajjift the Ronans in fecuring 
the Britifh King^ that he might be carried to Rome to 
grace the triumph of Claudius, She accordingly gem 
up her two Sons , as Hffii^s^ io ie fan themjilves t$ 
Rome, in cafe they did not feduce Caractacus from 
his San£fuary^ to which place they were to be accompaniei 
by AuLUS Dii^ms, and a fufficiait force^ to effi^ thai 
defign. 

The Drama opens on their arrival in the eonfkratii 
grovcj a little before midnight^ and about the tinu when 
the Druids, who form the Chorus, were preparing the 
ceremonial of CaractacusV admijjion into their order. 
The two Princes are feiztd as fpies\ and the incidents^ 
confequent upon this^ form what is called the Episode of 
the piece. The Exode, or Catastrophe, is prepared 
ky the coming of Arviragus the Kings fon^ wio^ ha- 
ving efcaped with life in the late battle^ had employed the 
intermediate time in privately collecting his Father* s fcat^ 
tered forces j to put him again in a condition of facing the 
enemy. His bravery^ in defending his Father and the 
Druids, occaftons Peripetia, or change of fortune i 
and his deathj with the final captivity of Cak ACT AQUS^ 
(oncludis the Tragedy. 
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PERSONS of the DRAMA, 



AuLus DiDius, the Roman General. 
Vellinus 
Elidurus 
* Chorus, of Druids and Baro9» 
Caractacus. 

)£V£LIKA, Daughter to CARACTACUSt 

ArviraguS) Son to Caractacus, 

^CENE, MONA. 

* The Dramatic part of the Chomt U (bppofed to bt thSofly fpoktti b; 
die Pxindpal Druid 5 the Lyrical part fttus ^ the' Bai4i^ 



Sons of Cartismahdua, 
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CAR AC TAG us. 



DRAMATIC POEM. 



AULUS DIDIUS, with Romany. 
WTS HIS is the fecret centre of the ifle : 



JL Here, Romans, paufe, and let the eye of wonder 
Gaze on the (blemn icene ; behold yon oak, • ' 
How ftern he frowns, and with His broad brown arm$ 
Chills the pale plain beneadi htm : mark yon altar. 



Thefe cliflS, thefe yawning caverns, this widd<drcus. 
Skirted with unhewn ftone : they awe my foul. 
As if the very Genius of the place 
Himfelf appear'd, and with terrific tread 
Stalk'd thro' his drear domain. And yet, my friends,. 
(If fhapes like his be but the fancy's coinage) 
Surely there is 9 hidden power, that reigns 
.'Mid the Igne majefty of untam'd nature, 



A 




The dark flream brawling round its rugged bafe. 



Con- 
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Controulirig fober reafon ; t^ll me elfe^ 
Whj do thefe baujits of BsirbVous Ibperllitiotl 
Overcome me thus ? I fcom them, yet they awe me« 
Call forth the Britifh Princes : in this gloom 
I mean to fchool them to opr enterprife* 

[Enter VelUnus and Elidurus. 
AUIvUS DIDIUS, VELUNUS, ELIDURUS. 
Ye pledgee 4ear of C/utTtsiiAViuj aV lailh> ' 
Approach I and to mine unitiftru&ed ear 
Exf^atn ti»s foeae of horrpur* 

: ELIDURUS. 

DariBg Remnn^ 
Know that Aou ftand!ft on c«w£Bitrated ground ; 
Thcfc oiighcy piles ef .mj^ic-planted roek» 
Thiis rang'd in myftio ord^r,^ awk the pl^e 
Where but at times of hoUeft feiftivat 
Dniiki leads his tnttn. 

A U L U S DIDIUS. 

Where dwells the fearf 
VELLINUS. 
In yondef fhaggy care ; on wUch the moon 
V Now flieds a fide-k>ng gleam. His brotherhood 
Poflefs the neig^Vrii^ dtfiu 

AULUS 
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AULUS DIDIUS. 

Yet up the hill 
Mine eye defcries a diftant range of caves, 
Delv'd in the ridges of the craggy fteep : 
And this way ftill another. 

E L I D U R U S. 

On the left 
Refide the Sages Ikill'd in Nature's lore: 
The changeful univerfe, its numbers, powers. 
Studious they meafure, fave when meditation 
Gives place to holy rites : then in the grove 
Each hath his rank and funftion. Yonder grots 
Are tenanted by Bards, who nightly thence, 
Rob'd in their flowing vefts of innocent white, 
Defcend, with harps that glitter to the moon. 
Hymning immortal ftrains. The fpirits of air. 
Of earth, of water, nay of heav'n itfelf. 
Do llften to their lay : and oft, 'tis faid. 
In vilible fhapes dance they a magic round 
To the high minftrelfy. Now, if thine eye 
Be fated with the view, hafte to thy fhips ; 
And ply thine oars j for, if the Druids learn 
This bold intrufion, thou wilt find it hard 
To foil their fury, 

Y AULUS 
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Prince, I did not mooi 
My light-armM (hallops on this dangerous ftrand 
To footh a fruldefs curiofity : . 
I come in queft of proud Caractacus ; 
Who, when our veterans put hi? troops to flighty 
Found refuge here. 

£ L I D U R U S. 

If here' the Monarch refts, 
Prefumptuous Chief ! thou might'ft as well eflay 
To pluck him from yon ftars : Earth's ample range 
Contains no furer refuge : underneath 
The foil we tread, a hundred (ecret paths, 
Scoop'd thrO' the living rock in winding maa^e. 
Lead to as many caverns, dark, and <ieep : 
In which the hoary fages ad their rites 
Myfterious, rites of fuch ftrange potency. 
As, done in open day, would dim the fun, 
Tho' thron'd in noontide brightnefs. In fuch dens 
He may for life lie hid« 

AULUS DIDIUS. 

We know the talk 
Moft difficult : yet has thy royal mother 
Furniih'd the means. 

ELI. 
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ELIDURUS. 

My mother fay'ft thou, Roman i 
AULUS PIDIUS. 
f n proof of that firm faith (he lends to Rome, 

» . • • - . 

She gave you up honour's hpftages. 

E L I p U R U S. 
jShe did : and we fubmit. 

AULUS DIDIUS, 

To Rome we bear ypu j 
From your dear country bear you j from youy joys. 
Your loyesj^ yojurfriendftips, al] your fouls ho)d preijcipus* 

ELIDURUS, 
An4 doft thpii taunt us, Roman, with our fate I 

AULUS P I P I U S. 
N9, Youth9 by beav'n, I ^^ould avert that fate. 
Wifh ye for liberty? 

y E L L I N XJ S, ELIDURUS. 

More than for life. 

A u y s b I p I y 5 / 

And wpuljl jio mjich to g^in \^ f 

V E L L I N y S. 

Name the talk. 

A ,u L y ^ D I D i u s. 

Jh^ talk is eafy, Hafte ye to thefe Druids : 

Y * Tell 
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,Tcll them ye come, commiffion'd by your Queen, 
To feek the great Caractacus 5 and call 
His valour to her aid, againft the Legions, 
Which, led by our Ostorius, now aflail 
Her frontiers. The late treaty fhe has feal'd 
Is yet unknown : and this her royal fignet. 
Which more to mafk our purpofe was obtained. 
Shall be your pledge of faith. The eager king 
Will gladly take the charge; and, he confenting. 
What elfe remains, but to the Meinai's fhore 
Ye lead his credulous ftep ? there will we feize him : 
Bear him to Rome, the fubftitute for you. 
And give you back to freedom. 

V E L L I N U S. 

If the Druids— ' 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
If they, or he, prevent this artifice. 
Then force muft take its way : then flaming brands. 
And biting axes, wielded by our foldiers, 
Muft level thefe thick ihades, and fo unlodge 
The lurking favage. 

ELIDURUS. 

Gods, Audi Mona perifh i 

AULUS 
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AULUS DIDIUS, 
Princes, her ev'ry trunk (hall on the ground 
Stretch its gigantic length ; unlefs, ere dawn, 
Ye lure this untam'd lion to our toils. 
Go then, and profper; I fhall to the ihips. 
And there exped his coming. Youths, remember. 
He muft to Rome to grac« great Cjesar's triumph : 
C^SAR and Fate demand him at your hand. 

[Exeunt- Aulus. Didius and Romans, 
E L I D U R U S, V E L L I N U S. 

E L I P U R U S. 
And will heav'n fufFer it ? Will the juft gods. 
That tread yon fpangled pavement p'er our heads. 
Look from their (ky and yield him ?. Will thefc Druids, 
Their fagc vicegerents, not call down the thunder ; 
And will not inftant its hot bolts be darted 
In fuch a righteous caufe ? Yes, good old king. 
Yes, laft of Britons, thpu art heav Vs own pledge ; 
And (halt be fuch till death. 

V E L L I N U Sr 

What means my brother? 

Doft thou refufc the charge ? 

E L I D U R U S. 

. Doft thou accept it ? 

VEL- 
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V E L I N y 5, 
It gife$ us liberty* 

E H D y R U 5. 

It sD9lcc$ US traiton. 
Gods> would y£Lt|iirU9 do a deed of bs^^nef^? 

V E L L I N U S. 
Will Elxburus fcorn the profier'4 boon 
Pf free^dom i 

E L r D U R y s. 

yes, wten fuch its guiHy ^ce^ 

^rotber, I fpurn it. 

VELLINUS. 

Go tbea^ fqpiUh boy I 

Til do the deed mjfdf. 

g L I D y R U S. 

It.ihaUiiot|)e; 

I will jyoclai m t i^ e fraud. 

yELLIN:U.S. 

Wikithou? ^tis wilt 
|iie to jron cave; loudly on ihe. Druid ; 
-And bid him drag .to i^ominious death 
The partner pf thy blood. Yet hope.npt tJiQU 
To 'fcape ; for thou didft join.my impious fteps : 
Tbeiefqr&his^wratlf ih^U curfe thee : thou £balt live ; 
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Vet ihalt thbu live an interdided wretch^^ 
All rights of nattire cancelPd. 

ELIDtTRUS. 

Oh Vellinus ! 
Rend hot ihy foul-: by heav'n Uiou know'fl I love thtfe^ 
As fervently as brother c*fer lov*d brother : 
And, loving thee, I thought I lov'd mine honour4 
Ah ! do not wake, dear youth^ in this true breaft 
So fierce a cohflid. 

V E L L I N tr S. 

Honoiir's voice comtnands 
Thou fhould'ft obey thy mother, and thy queen* 
Honour and Hdihefs dlike confpire 
To bid thee fave thrfe confecrated groves 
fVom tloman devaftation. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Horrid thought ! 
Hence let us hafte^ ev*n t6 the furth^ft nook 
Of this wide ijfle ; nOr view the facril^, 

V E L L I N U S. 
No, let us ftay, and by our profperous art 
Prevent the facrilcge. Mark me, my brother 5 
More years and more experience have matured 
My fober thought j I will convince thy youth. 

That 
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That this our deed has ev'ry hoheft faiiaiort 
Cool reafon may demand. 

E L I D U R U Si 

To Rome with reafon ! 
Try if ^twill bring her deluging atnbition 
Into the level courfe of right and juftice : 
Try if 'twill tame thefe infolent invaders 5 
Who thus, in favagehefs of conqueft, claim 
Whom chance of war has fpar'd. Do this, and profpen 
But, pray thee, do not 'reafoi\ from my foul 
Its inbred' honefty : that holy flame, 
Howe'er eclips'd by Rome's black influence 
In vulgar minds, ought ftill to brighten ours* 

V E L L.I N U S. 
Vain talker, leave me. 

E L TD U R U S* 

No, I will not leave thee : 
I muft not, dare not, in thefe perilous ihades« 
Think, if thy fraud (hould fail, thefe holy men, • 
How will their juftice rend thy trait'rous limbs ? 
If thou fucceed'ft, the fiercer pangs of confcience. 
How will they ever goad thy guilty foul ? 
Mercy, defend us ! fee, the awful Druids 
Are iflTuing from their caves : hear'ft thou yon fignal ? 

Ix>, 
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Lo^ on the inftant all the mountain whitens 
With flow-defcending Bards. Retire, retire ; 
This is the hour of facrifice : to ftay 
Is death. 

V E L L I N U S; 
1*11 wait the clofing of their rites 
In yonder vale : do thou, as likes thee beft^ 
Betray, or aid me; 

ELIDURUS4 

To betray thee, youthj 
That love forbids 3 hoi\pur, alas ! to aid thee» 

[Exeunt. 

Enter CHORUS. 
SEMIGHORUS. 
Sleep and Silence reign around ; 
Not a night-breeze wakes to blow 5 
Circle, fons, this holy ground j 
Circle clofe^ in triple row. 
And, if mafk'd in vapours drear, 
Any earth-born Spirit dare 
To hover round this facred fpace^ 
Hafte with light fpells the murky foe to chace. 
Lfft your boughs of vervain blue. 
Dipt in cold September dew ; 

Z And 
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And daih the moifture chafte, and clear, 

0*er the ground, and thro* the air. 

Now the place is purg'd and pure. 

Brethren ! fay, for this high hour 

Are the milk-white fteers prepar'd f 

Whofe necks the rude yoke never Icar^d^ 

To the furrow yet unbroke ? 

For fuch muft bleed beneath yon oak. 

S E M I C H O R U S. 

Druid, thefe, in order meet. 

Are all prepar'd. 

^ SEMICHORUS, 
But tell me yet, 
CadwalI ^ did thy ftep profound 
Dive into the cavern deep. 
Twice twelve fathom under ground. 
Where our fage fore-fathers fleep f 
Thence with reverence haft thou born. 
From the confecrated cheft. 
The golden fickle, fcrip, and veft. 
Whilom by old Belinus worn f 

S E M I C H O i( U S . 
Druid, thefe, in order meet. 
Are all prepar'd^ 

SEMI- 
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SEMICHQRUS, 
• But tcl! me yet, 
From the grot of charms and fpells, 
Where our matron filler dwells, 
Brenkus ! has diy holy hand 
Safely brought the druid wand ; 
And the potent adder^fione, 
Gender'd Yere th' autumnal moon ? 
When, in undulating twine. 
The foaming fnake$ prolific join ; 
When they hifs, and when they bear 
Their wondVous egg aloof in air ; 
Thence, before to earth it fall. 
The Druid, in his hallow'd pall. 
Receives the priste y 
And inftant flies, 
FoUow'd by th' envcnom'd brood, 
'Till he crofs the cryflal flood. 

S E M I C H a R y s. 

Druid, thefe, in order meet, 
Are all prepared. 

S E M I C H O R U S, 

Then all's complete, 
j/Vnd now let nine of the fele£ked band, 

Z z Whpfc 
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Whofe greener years befit fuch ftation l)cfl, 

With wary circuit pace around the grove : 

And guard each inlet ; watchful, left the eye 

Of bufy curiofity profane 

Pry on our rites : which now muft be as clpft 

As done i*th' very central womb of earth, 

Occafion claims it ; for Caractacus 

This night demands admiffion to our train. 

He, once our king, while ought his power avail'd 

To fave his country from the rod of tyrants. 

That duty paft, Joes wifely now retire 

To end his days in fecrecy and peace ; 

Druid with Druids, in this ^:hief of groves, 

Ev'n in the heart of ^lona. See, he comes ! 

How awful is his port I mark him, my friends ! 

He looks, as doth the tower, whofe nodding wall3. 

After the confli6l: of heav'n's angry bolts.. 

Frown with a dignity unmark'd before, 

Ev'n in its prjme of ftrength. Health to the King ! 

CARACTACUS, EVELINA, CHORUS. 

CARACTACUS. 
This holy place, methinks, doth this night wear 
More than its wonted gloom : Druid, thefe groves 
Have caught the difmal colourirtg of my foul, 

Chang- 
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Changing their dark dun garbs to very fable. 
In pity to their gueft. Hail, hallow'd oaks ! 
Hail, Britifli born ! who, laft of Britifli ra<;c. 
Hold your primaeval rights by nature's charter ; 
Not at the nod of C^sar. Happy foreflers. 
Ye wave your bold heads in the liberal air ; 
Nor aik, for privilege, a prsetor's edidl. 
Ye, with your tough and intertwifted roots, 
Grafp the firm rocks ye fprung from ; and, ere6t 
In knotty hardihood^ ftill proudly fpread 
Your leafy banners 'gainft the tjrrannous north. 
Who, Roman like, aflails you. Tell me, Druid, 
Is it not better to be fuch as thefe, 
T})an be the thing I am ? 

CHORUS. 

To be the thing, 
Eternal wifdom wills, is ever heft. 

CARACTACUS. 
Put I am loft to that predeftin'd ufe 
Eternal wifdom will'd, and fitly therefore 
May wifli a change of being. I was born 
A king ; and Heav'n, who bade thefe warrior oaks 
Lift their green fhields againft the fiery fun. 
To fence their fubjeil plain, did mean, that J 

Should, 
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Should, with as firm an arm, proted: my people 
Againft the peftilent glu-e of Rome's ambition. 
I faird ; and how I fail'd^ thott know^ft too well ; 
So does the babbling world ; and therefore, Druid^ 
I would be any thing fave Wl^at I am. 

CHORUS. 
See, to thy wifl), the holy rites prepared. 
Which, if heav'n frown not, confecrate thee Druid : 
See to the altar's bafe the vidims kd, 
From whofe free-gufhing blood ourfelf (hall read 
Its high behefts ; which if fiifenting found, 
Thefc hai^ds around thy chofcn limbs flii^ll wrap 
The veft of fanftity ; while at the aft 
Yon white-rob'd bards, fweeping their (olemn harps. 
Shall lift their chond warblings to the fkies. 
And call the gods to witnefs. Mean while, Prince| 
Bethink thee well, if ought on this Tain earth 
Still holds too firm an union with thy foul, 
Eftranging it from peace. 

CARACTACUS. 

I had a queen : 
Bear whh my weaknefs, Druid ! this tough breaft 
Muft heave a figh, for ihe is unreveng'd. 
And can I tafte true peace, Ifae unrey^'d i 
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chafte, fo lov'd a queen ^ ab» EvEi^iKii ( 
Hang not thus weeping on the feeble arm 
That could not fave thy mother, 

E V E I> I N A, 

To hang thttt 
Softens tlie pang of grief ; tM the fweet tliouj^it^ 
That a fond father ftill fuppbrts his child^ 
Sheds, on my peniive mind, tixch foothing baltn. 
As doth the Uefiing of thefe pious feers. 
When moft they wiih our welfare. Would ik» heav'nf 
A daughter's prefence could 99 much avail. 
To eafe hef father's woes, bi3 doth mine. 

CARACTACUS. 
Ever moft gentle ! come uh<o my bofom : 
Dear pattern of the precious prize I loft. 
Loft, fo inglorious loft ; my friends, thefe eyes 
Did fee her torn from my defencelefs camp ; 
WbilftI, hemm'd round by fquadrons, could notfave her : 
My boy, ftiU nearer to the darling pledge. 
Beheld her flirieking in the ruffian's arm ; 
Beheld, aad fled. 

' EVELINA. 

£Ai ! Sir, forbear to tvouod 
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orotheir's faihe ; he fled, but to recall 
ISis fcatter'd forces to purfue and fave her* 
CARACTACUS. 
])aughter, he fled. Now, by yon gracious moon^ 
^hat rifliig faw the deed, and inftant hid 
Her blu£hing face in twilight's dtilky veilj 
The flight was parricide. 

EVELINA. 

Indeed, indeed^ 
I know hini valiaht ; dnd not doubt he fell 
'Mid flaughter'd thoufands of the haughty foe^ 
Victim to filial lo\re. Arviragus^ 
Thou hadfl: no fifter near the bloody field, 
Whofe forrowing fearch, led by yon orb of night j 
Might find thy body ^ wafh with tears thy wounds | 
And wipe them with her hair; 

CHORUS; 

Peace, virgin, peace: 
Nor thou, fad prince, reply; whatever he is. 
Be he a captive, fugitive, or corfe. 
He is what heav'n ordain'd : thefe holy groves , 
Permit no exclamation 'gainft heav'n's will 
To violate their echoes : Patience, here. 
Her meek hands folded on her modeft breads 

In 
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In mute fubmiffion lifts th' adoring eyti 
Ev'n to the ftotm diat wrecks her; 

EVELINA. 

Holy Dnud, 
If ought liiy erring tongue has faid pollutes 
This facred place, I from my foul abjure ki 
And will thefe lips' bar with eternal filence^ 
Rather than fpeak a word, or aft a deed 
Unmeet for thy fage daughters j bleffing firil* 
This hallow'd hour, that takes me from the world, 
And joiits me to their fober fifterhood. 

CHORUS. 
'Tis wifely faid. See, Prince, this prudent maid. 
Now, while the ruddy flame of fparkltng youth 
Glows on her beauteous cheek, can quit the woHd 
Without a figh, whilft thou— - 

CARAGTACUS. 

Would fave my queen 
From a bafe ravifeer ; Would wifli to plunge 
This falchion in his breaft, and ib avenge 
Infulted royalty. Oh holy men ! 
Ye are the fons of piety and pca<ie j 
Ye never felt the (harp vindiftive fpur. 
That goads the injur'd warrior ; the tide, 

A a That 
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That fluihes crimfon on the confcious cheek 
Of him, who burns for glory 5 elfe indeed 
Ye much would pity me : would curfe the fate 
That c0op^ me here inaftive in your groves, 
Robs me of hope, tells me this trujSy fteel 
Muft never cleave one Roman helm again ; 
Never avenge my queen, nor free my country^ 

CHORUS. 
'Tis heaven's high will—--^ 

GARACTAC U.S. 

I know it, reverend fathera f 
*Tis heav*n's high will, that thefe poor aged eyes 
Shall never more behold that virtuous womaii,' 
To whom my youth was conftant; 'twas heav'n*s wiB 
To take her from me at that very hour^ 
When beft her love might footh me ; that bladk bduiV 
[May memory ever raze it from her records] 
When all my fquadrons fled, and left their king 
Old and defencelefi : him, who nine whole years 
Had taught them how to conquer : Yes, my friendsy 
For nine whole years againft the fons of rapine 
I led my veterans, oft to vifkory. 
Never 'till then to fhame. Bear with me, Druidy 
I've done: begin the rites, 

CHORUS, 
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CHORUS. 

Oh would to heav'n 
A frame of mind, more fitted to thefe rites, 
Pdleft thee, Prince ! diat Refignation meekj^ 
That dove-e/d Peace, handmaid of San&ity, 
Approach'd this altar with thee : 'ftead of thefe. 
See I not gaunt Revenge, enfanguin'd Slaughter, 
And mad Ambition, clinging to thy foul. 
Eager to fnatch thee back to dieir domain. 
Back to a vain and miferable world ; 
Whofe mifery, and vanity, tho' try'd. 
Thou ftill hold'ft de^er than thefe folemn £bade$. 
Where Quiet reigns with Virtue ? Try we yet 
What Holinefs can do ! for much it can : 
Much is the potency of pious prayer : 
And much the facr^d influence conveyed 
By fage myfteripus o^ce ; when the foul, 
Snatch'd by the power of mufic from her cell 
Of flefhly thraldom, feels herfelf uphori^ 
Qn plumes of extafy, and boldly fprings, 
'JVlid fwelling harmonies and pealing hymns> 
Up to the porch of heav'A. Strike, then, ye Bards ! 
3trike all your ftri^gs fymphonious j wake a ftrain 
May penetrate, may purge, may puri^, 

A a ^ Hi* 
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His yet unhallow'd bofora 5 call ye kither 
The airy tribe, ^t on yon mountain dwell, 
Ev'n on majeftic Snowdon : they, who never- 
Deign viftt mortal men, fave on fome cauft ^ 
Of higheft import, but, fuWimely flirin'4 
On its hoar top in domes of cryftalline ice. 
Hold convcrfe with thofe f^rits, that pofief^ 
The ikies' pure fapphire, neareft haav'n itfelf* 
ODE, 
I. I- 

Mona on Snov^on calk : 
Hear, thou King of mountains, hear | 

Hark, fhe fpeaks from all her ftrings | 

Hark, her loudeft echo rings } 
King of mountains, bend thine ear : 

Send thy fpirits, fend them foon. 

Now, when Midnight and Mooi^ 
Meet upon thy front of friow : 

See, their g;oId and ebon rod. 

Where the fpber filters nod. 
And greet in wbifpers fage and flow. 
Snowdon n;iark ! 'tis Magic'^ hour ; 
Now the mutter'd ^11 hath power 1 
Power to rend thy ribs of recl^, . 
And burft thy bafc with thunder's fhock j 

But 
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But to thee no ruder fpcU 
Shall Mona ufe, than thofe that dwell 
In mufic's fecret cells^ and lie 
Stecp'd in the ftream of harmony. 

I. 2. 

Snowdon has heard the ilrain : 
Hark, amid the wond'ring grove 

Other harpings anfwcr clear. 

Other voices meet our ear. 
Pinions flutter, fhadows move, 

Bufy murmurs hum around. 

Ruffling veftments bruih the ground 5 
Round, and round, and round they go. 

Thro' the twilight, thro* the fliade. 

Mount the oak's majeftic head. 
And gild the tufted mifletoe. 
Ceafe, ye glitt'ring race of light, 
Clofe your wings, and check your flight i 
Here, arrang'd in order due. 
Spread your robes of faffron hue ; 
For lo, with more than mortal fire^ 
Mighty Mador fmites the lyre : 
|Iark, he fweeps the maftcr-ftrings ; 
JLiften all—-,. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
Break oiF; a fuUen fmoke involves the altar; 
The central oak doth fliake ; I hear the (bun4 
Of fteps profane: Cahactacus, retire; 
Bear hence the vidims ; Mona is polluted. 

SEMICHORUS. 
Father, as we did watph the eaftern fide. 
We fpied and inftant fejz'd two ftranger youths^ 
Who, in the bottom of a fhadowy dell. 
Held earneft converfe : Btitops do tf^ey feeixL, 
fiXii of Brigantian race. 

CHORUS. 

Hafte, drag them hither^ 
VELLINUS, ELIDURUS, CHORUS, 

E L I D U R U S. 
Oh fpare, ye fage and venerable Druids I 
Your countrymen and fons. 

CHORUS. 

And are ye Britons I 
Unheard of profanation : Rome herfelf, 
!p) v*n impiousRome, whom conqueft makes more impious;^ 
Would not have dar'd ib raihly. Oh ! for words. 
Big with the fierceft fprc^ of execration^ 
7o blaft the deed, 9nd doers. 

ELI. 
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£ H D U R U S. 

Spare the curfe ^ 

Oh fpare our youth I 

G tt O R U S. 

Is it not novV tHe houf^ 
The holy hour, when to the cloudlefs height 
Of yon ftarr*d condive climbs the fuli-orb'd moon. 
And to this Aether world in ibiemn ftillnefs 
Gives fign, that to the lift'ning ear of Heav'ff 
Religion's voice £hould plead ? The very babe 
Knows this, and, chance awak'd, his little hand^ 
Lifts to the gods, and on his innocent couch 
Calls down a bkifing. Shall your manly years 
Plead ignorance^ and impioufly prefume 
To tread^ with vile uhconfecrated feet. 
On Mona's halkw'd plain ? know, wretches^ knoivv 
At any hour fuch boldnefs is a crime. 
At this 'tis facrilege. 

V E L L I N U S. 

Were Mona's plaiii 
More hallow'd ftill, hallow'd as is Heav'n's fclf/ 
The caufe might plead our pardon. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Mighty Druid f 
True,- 
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True, we have raflily dar'd, yet forc'd by duty^ 
Our fov'reign's mandate— 

V E L L I N U S. 

Elder by my birthj 
Brother, I claim, in right of elderihip. 
To open our high embaiTy. 

CHORUS. 

Speak then ; 
But fee thy words anfwet in honeft weight 
To this proud prelude* Youth ! they muft be weighty^ 
T'atone for fuch a crime. 

V E L L I N U S/ 

If then to give 
New nerves to vanquifh'd valour ; if to do. 
What, with the bleffing of the Gods, may fave 
A bleeding country from oppreffion's fv^ord. 
Be weighty bufmefs, know, on our commiffion^ 
And on its hop'd fuccefs, that weight depends^ 

CHORUS. 
Declare it then at once, briefly and boldly* 

V E L L I N U S* 
Caractagus is here. 

CHORUS. 

Say'ftthoU) proud boy 7 

. 'Tis 
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'Tis boldly faid, and, grant 'twere truly faid; 
Think*ft thou he vrerej not here from fraud or force 
As fafe, as in a camp of conquerors ? 
Here, youth, he would be guarded by the Gods ; 
Their own high hoilage ; and each facred hair 
Of his felefied head, would in thefe caverns 
Sleep with the unfunn'd filver of the mine. 
As precious and as fafe ; record the tiihe, 
When Mona e'er betray'd the haplefs wretch. 
That made her groves his refuge. 

VELLINUS. 

Holy Druid ! 
Chink not fo harfhly of our enterprife. 
Can force, alas ! dwell in our unarm'd hands ? 
Can fraud in our young bofoms ? No, dread feer. 
Our bufmefs told, I truft thou'lt foon difclaim 
The vain fufpicion ; and thy holy ear 
(Be brave Caractacu$ or here or abfent) 
3hall inftant learn it. From the north we come ; 
The fons of her, whofe heav'ji-entrufted fway 
Blefles the bold Brigantes 5 men who firmly 
Have three long moons withftood thofe Roman powers. 
Which, led by fell OsTORiuSf ftill affail 
Our frontiers : yet fo oft have our ftout fworda 

B b Re- 
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RepeU'd their hot alTault, that now, like falcons^ 
They hang fufpended, loath to quit their prey. 
Nor daring yet to feize it. Such the ftate 
Of us and Rome ; in which our prudent mother^. 
Revolving what might beft fecure her country 
From this impending ruin, gave us charge 
To feek the great Caractacus, ahd call 
His valour to her aid, to lead her bands. 
To fight the caufe of liberty and Britain., 
And quell thefe ravagers. 

[Cara^acus Jiarts from behind the altar* 
CARACTACUS, VELLINUS, ELIDURUS, 
CHORUS. ^ 
CARACTACUS. 

And ye have found me ; 
Friends, ye have found me ; lead me to your Queens^ 
And the laft purple drop in thefe old vein^ 
Shall fall for her and Britain. 

CHORUS. 

Ralh, rafli Prince f 
VELLINUS. 
Ye bleft immortal powers ! is this the man. 
The more than man, who for nine bloody years 
Withftood all Rome ? He is 5 that warlike front, 

Scam'd 
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Seam'd o'-er with honeft fears, proclaims he Is : 
Knoel) brother, kneel, while in his royal hand 
We lodge the fignet : this, in pledge of faith. 
Great Cartismandua fends, and with it tells thee 
3he has a nobler pledge than this behind ; 
Thy Qycc n 

CARACTACUS, 

GUIDERIA I 

VELLINUS. 

Safely with our Mother. 
CARACTACUS. 
How, when, where refcu'd ? mighty Gods, I thank ye ; 
For it is true, this fignet fpeaks it true. 
Oh tell me briefly. 

VELLINUS. 
In a fally. Prince, 
Which, wanting abler chiefs, my gracious mother 
Committed to ray charge, our troops aflail'd 
One outwork of the camp ; the maik of night 
Favour'd our arms, and there my happy hand 
Was doom'd with other prifoners to releafe 
The captive matron. 

CARACTACUS. 

Let me clafp thee, youth, 
B b 2 And 
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And thou (halt be my fon : I had one, ftranger, 
Juft of thy years $ he look'd like thee right honejl) 
Had juft that fiieeborn boldnjefs on his brow. 
And yet he feil*d me. Were it not for him^ 
Who, as thou feeft, ev'n at this hour of joy^ 
i)raws tears down mihe old cheek, I were as bled 
As the great gods. Oh, he has all difgrac'd 
His high-born anceihy ! But Vll Forget him^ 
Hafte, Evelina, barb my knotty fpear. 
Bind fail this trufty falchion to my thigh^ 
My bow, my target > 

CHORUS; 

Rafli Caractacus ! 
What haft thou done ? What doft thou mean to do ? 

CARACTACUS. 
To fave my country. 

CHORUS. 

To betray thyfelf. 
That thou haft done ; the reft thou can'ft not do^ 
If rteav'n forbids 5 and of its awful will 
*Thy fury recks not : Has the bleeding viftim 
Pour'd a propitious ftream ? the milk-white fteeds 
Unrein'd and neighing pranc'd with favoring fteps ? 
Say, when thefe youths approach'd, did not a guft 

Of 
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Of livid finote involve the bickering flame i 

Did not the fbreft tremble ? every omen 

Led thee to doubt their honefly of purpofe ; 

And yet, before their tongues Could tell that purpofe^ 

Ere I had tender'd, as our laws ordain. 

Their teft of faith, thy nidenefs rulh'd before 

Infringing my juft rights. 

CARACTACUS. 

Druid, methinks) 
At fuch a time, in fuch a caufe, Reproof 
Might bate its flernnefs* Now, by Heav'n, I feel» 
Beyond all omens^ that within my breaft,' 
Which marihals me to conqueft $ fomething hem 
That fnatches me beyond all mortal fears. 
Lifts me to where upon her jafper throne 
Sits flame-rob'd ViAory, who calls me fon. 
And crowns me with a palm, whofe deathlefs greeil • 
Shall bloom vfhtn CiSSAR's fades. 

CHORUS* 

Vain confidence I 
CARACTACUS. 
Vet I fubmit in all— ^ 

C H O R U 

f Tis meet thou fliould'ft. 

Thou 
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Thou art a King, a fov'reign o'er frail man; 

I am a Druid, fervant of the Gods; 

Such fervice is above fuch fovVeignty, 

As well thou know'ft : if they Ihould prompt thefe lips- 

To interdiA the thing thou dar'ft to do, 

What would avail thy daring i 

CARACTACUS. 

Holy man ! 

But thou wilt blefs it ; Heav'n will bid thee blefs it ; 
Thou know'ft that, when we fight to fave our country. 
We fight the caufe of Heav'n. The man that falls. 
Falls hallow'd ; falls a vicS^im for the Gods ; 
For them and for their altars. 

CHORUS. 

Valiant Prince I 
Think not we lightly rate our country's weal. 
Or thee, our country's champion. Well we know 
The glorious meed of thofe exalted fouls. 
Who flame like thee for freedom : mark me. Prince i 
The time will come, when Deftiny and Death, 
Thron'd in a burning car, the tbund'ring wheels 
Arm'd with gigantic fcythes of adamant. 
Shall fcour this field of life : and in the rear 
..The fiend Oblivion : kingdoms^ empires^ worlds 

Melt 
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Melt in the general blaze : when, lo, from high 
Andraile darting, catches from the wreck 
The roll of fame, claps her afcending plumes. 
And ftamps on orient ftars ezch patriot name. 
Round her eternal dome. 

CARACTACUS. 

Speak ever thus, 
And I will hear thee, 'till attention faint 
In heedlefs extafy. 

CHORUS. 

This tho* we know. 
Let man beware with headlbng zeal to rufh 
Where (laughter calls ; it is not courage. Prince, 
No nor the pride and pra£lis'd fkill in arms. 
That gains this meed : the warrior is no patriot. 
Save when, obfequious to the will of Heav'n, 
He draws the fword of vengeance. ' 
CARACTACUS. 

Surely, Druid, 
Such fair occafion fpeaks the will of Heav'n 

CHORUS. 
Monarch, perchance thou haft a fair occafion : 
But, if thou haft, the Gods will foon declare it : 
Their fov'reign will thou know'ft not ^ this to learn 

De- 
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Pemands our (earch. Ye mortals all retire t 

Leave ye the grove to us and Infplration j 

Nor let a ftep, or ev'n one glance profane, 

Steal from your catrems : ftay, my holy brethren^ 

Ye time-ennobled Seers, whbfe rev'rend brows 

Full eighty winters Whiten s you, ye Bards, 

Leoline, Cadwall, Hoel, Cantaber, 

Attend upon our flumbers : Wond'rous men. 

Ye, whofe (kill'd fingers know how beft to lead. 

Thro' all the maze of found, the wayward ftep 

Of Harmony, recalling oft, and oft 

Permitting her unbridled courfe to rufh 

Thro' diflbnance to concord, fweeteft then 

£v'n when expelled harfheft, Mador, diou 

Alone ihalt lift thy voioe | no choral peal 

Shall drown thy folemn warblings; thou beft knov^fl 

That opiate charm which lulls corporeal fenfe : 

Thou haft the key, great Bard! that beft can ope 

The portal of the foul ; unlock it ftraight. 

And lead the peniive pilgrim on her way. 

Through the vaft regions of futurity. 

[^Exeunt Cara^ams^ Vellinusj &c, 

CHO- 
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C H O R U §. 
'ODE. 
1. I. 

Hail, thou Harp of Phrygian frame \ 

In years of yprp tb^t Camber 
Frbm Troy's fepulchral flarte j 

With antient BkuTJS, to Britain's fliore 
The mighty minftrel capip 2 

Sublime upoQ jthe bumiih'd prow^ 

He bad thy nrnily Vi^^ ^ 9 
Britain heard the defc^n^ bold. 

She flung her wbkc ^rms a'ler the fe^ ; 
Proud in her leafy boTop^ ^o enfold 

The freight of harmony. 

I. 2. 

Mute 'till then yr^ ^v'fy plain^ 

. Save where the flood o'er mountains rude 

Tumbled his tide amain : 

And Echo from th' impending wood 
Refounded the hoarfe ^ain^ 

While from the north the fuUen gale 

Wi^i hollow whiftlings ihoo|c the vale ; 
pitip^ nptes^ and anfwer'd foon 

By favage howl the heaths among, 

C c What 
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What time the wolf doth bay the trembling moon^ 
And thin the bleating throng. 

I. 3- 

Thou fpak'ft, imperial Lyre, 
The rough roar ceas'd, and airs from high 
Lapt the land in extafy : 

Fancy, the fairy, with thee came ; 
And Infpiration, bright-ey'd dame. 
Oft at thy call would leave her fapphire tkj ; 

And, if not vain the verfe prefumes, 
Ev'n now fome chafte Divinity is near : 

For lo ! the found of diftant plumes 
Pants thro' the pathlefs defert of the air^ 
^Tis not the flight of her j 
'Tis lleep, her dewy harbinger ; 
Change, my harp. Oh change thy meafures ; 
Cull, from thy mellifluous treafures. 

Notes that fteal on even feet. 
Ever flow, yet never paufing, 

Mixt with many a warble fweet^ 
In a lingering cadence clofing. 
While the pleas'd pow'r finks gently down the Ikies, 
And feals with hand of down the Druid's flumb'ring eyes; 

f . Thrice 
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II. I. 

Thrice I paufe, and thrice I found 

The central ftriag, and now I ring 
(By meafur'd lore profound) 

A fevenfold chime, and fweep, and fwing 
Above, below, around. 

To nux thy mulic with the fpheres, 

That warble to immortal cars. 
Infpiration hears the call ; 

She rifes from her throne above. 
And, fudden as the glancing meteors fall, 

She comes, fhe fills the grove. 

11. 2, 

High her port; her waving hand 

A pencil bears ; the days, the year?, 
Arife at her command. 

And each obedient colouring wears. 
Lo, where Time's piSur'd band 

In hues ethereal glide along ; 

Oh mark the tranfitory throng ; 
Now they dazrfe, now they die, 

Inftant they flit from light to fliadp, 
Mark the blue forms of faint futurity. 

Oh mark them ere they fade. 

C c 2 Whenqp 
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H. 3. 

Whence was that inward groan? 
Why burfk thro' clofed lids the teaf f 
Why uplifts the briftling hair 

Its whitie and venerable lhadd ? 

Why down the confecrated head 
Courfes in chilly drops the dew of fear? 

AH is not well, the paie-ejr'd mooa 
Curtains her head in clouds, die flars retire. 

Save from the fultry foudt alone^ 
The fwart ftmr flings his peftilential tse^ 

Ev'n lleep herfelf will fly. 

If not recaird by harmonj;. 
Wake, my lyre ! thy fofteft nutxAerSy 
Such as nurfe ecftatic flumbenii 
Sweet as tranquil virtue feels 

When the toil of life h ending. 
While from the earth the fpirit fteals. 

And, on new-bom plumes afcending, 
Haftens to lave in the bright fount of day, 
'Till Deftiny prepare a Ihrine of purer day. 

[fhi Druid wakin^y fptuh. 
CHORUS. 
It may not be. Avaunt terrific axe ; 
Why hangs thy bright edge glaring o'er the grove ? 

Oh 
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Oh for a giant-s nervt t(X war^ thb flroke ! 
It bowS) it falls. 
Where am I ? hufb, my foal I 
'Twas all a dream. Reikite no m^re the drain : 
The hcmr paft : iny brethren I what ye faw, 
(If what ye iaw, as by yoiit tooki I ieui^ 
Bore like.ilU>i^n*d fiiape) htM i\ iii filehce^ 
The midnight nr falls chiUy <m my brelft ; - 
And now I ihivet, how a fe^YiOsk gldW 
Scorches my vitals. Hark, fome ftep approaeks. 
EVELINA^ GfiORUS. 
EVELINA. 
Thus, with iny waywaill feari, to burft Unbidden 
On your dread fyhod, rouilng^ as y6 feem^ 
From holy trance, appears ^ "dttpttsi^ deed^ 
Ev'n to the wretch who dartfs it. 

Virgi!*! ^aictly 

Pronounce th^ canfe. 

EVELINA. 

Beaf with a (ii)^ mstid 
Too prone to fear, percbance my fears att vaim 

CHORUS. 
But yet declare Aem, 

EVE< 
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EVELINA. 

I fufpefl me much 

The faith of thefc Brigantes. 

CHORUS. 

Say'ft thou. Virgin ? 
Heed what thou fay'ft; Sufpicion is.a,gueft 
That in the breaft of man, of wrathful man. 
Too oft' his welcome finds ; yet feldom fure 
In that fubmiffive cahn that fmootbs the mind 
Of maiden innocen^re* 

EVELINA. 

I know it well ; 
Yet muft I ftill diftruft the elder ftranger ; 
For while he talks, (and much the flatterer talks) 
His brother's filent carriage gives difproof 
Of all his boaft ; indeed I mark'd it well ; 
And, as my father with the elder held 
Bold fpeech and warlike, as is ftill his wont 
When fir'd with hope of conqueft, oft I fa« 
A figh unbidden heave the younger's breaft. 
Half check'd as it was rais'd ; fometimes, methought, 
His gentle eye would caft a glance on me. 
As if he pitied me ; and then again 
Would faften on my father, gazing there 

To 
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To veneration ; then he'd figh again. 

Look on the ground, and hang his modeft head 

Moft penfively. 

CHORUS. 

This may demand, my brethren. 
More ferious fearch : Virgin ! proceed. 

EVELINA. 

*Tis true, ^ 

My father, rapt in high heroic zeal. 
His ev'ry thought big with his country's freedonf. 
Heeds not the different carriage of thefe brethren. 
The elder takes him wholly ; yet, methinks. 
The younger's manners have I know not what, 

9 

That fpeaks him far more artlefs. This befides. 
Is it not ftrange, if, as the tale reports^ 
My mother fojourns with this diftant Queen, 
She fhould not fend or to my fire, or me. 
Some fond remembrance of her love ? ah ! none, 
With tears I fpeak it, none, not her dear blefEng 
Has reach'd my longing ears. 

C H O R U S. 

The Gods, my brethren j 
Have wak'd thefe doubts in the untainted breaft 
Of this mild maiden j oft to female foftnefs^ 

Oft 
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Doth heay'a its voluntary }igt^t difpenie^ 

When vi£kims bleed in vain. They muft bp Quies: 

Hie thee, good Ca^tabsr, find to our prefence * 

Summoh the young Brigantian. 

EVELINA. 

Do not that, 
c3r,' if ye doj ^et treat him nothing fternly : 
The fofteft ietm frdm fucH a tender breaft 
Will draw qb^fclfian, am}, if ye (ball find 
The treaibn ye fufpe^i:, forbear to curfe him. 
(Not that my i^reakpeis mqans to guide your wifdom) 
Yet, as I think he wpuW not wittingly 
£*er do a deed of bafeneis, were it gf ai^ted 
That I might queftion him, my heart forebedfss 
It more coi^ld gain by gentlenef? and prayers^ 
Than ivill the fierceft threat?. 

CHORUS. 

Perchance itwsifi 
And quickly (halt thou try. 3ut lee tb^ King I 
And with him both the youths* 

EVELINA. 

Alas I myfe^ri 
Forewent my errand, clfe had I injfonn'4 Ace 

That 
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'jrhat therefore did I come, and from my father 
To gain admiifion. Mark the younger, Druid, 
How fad he feems ; oft did he in the caVe 
So fold his arms : ■ 

CHORUS. 

We mark him much, and much 
The elder's &ee and dreadlefs confidence^ 
Virgin, retire awhile in yonder vale. 
Nor, 'till thy royal father quits the grove, 
Refume thy ftation here* 

[Exit Evelina. 

CARACTACUS, CHORUS, VEL- 
I<INUS, ELIDURUS. 
CAR A C T A C U S* 

Forgive mej Druid ! 
My ea[ger foul no longer could fuftain 
The pangs of expeftatiort ; hence I fent 
The virgin innocence of Evblii^a, ■ 
Safeft to break upon your privacy : 
She not return'd. Oh pardon ! that uncaU'd 
I follow : the great caufe, I trull, abfolves me : 
*Tis your's, 'tis freedom's, 'tis the caufe of heav'n ; 
And fure heav'n owns it fuch, 

D d CHO- 
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CHORUS. 

Caractacus, 
All that by ftge and fanftimonious rites 
Might of the Go3s be alk'd, we have eflay'd i 
And yet, nor to our wifli, nor to their wont. 
Gave they benign affent. ' 

C A R A C T A C U S. 

Death to our hopes t 
CHORUS. 
While yet we lay in facred flumber tranc'd. 
Sullen and fad to fancy's frighted eye 
Did fliapes of dun and murky hue advance^ 
In train tumultuous, all of gefture ftrahge, . 
And paffing horrible j ftarting we wak'd. 
Yet felt no waking calm ; ftill all was dark. 
Still rang our tinkling ears with fcreams of woe* 
Sufpicious tremors ftill 

V E L L I N U S. 

Of what fufpicious ? 

Druid, our Queen 

CHORUS. 

Reftrain thy wayward tongue, 
Infolent youth !' in fuch licentious mood 
To interrupt our fjieech ill fuits thy years, 
And worfe our fandity, C A- 
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CARACTACUS. 

'Tis his diftrefs 
Makes him forget, what elfe his reverent zeal 
Would pay ye holily. Think what he feels. 
Poor youth ! who fears yon moon, before flie wanes. 
May fee his country conquered j fee his mother 
The vigor's flave, her royal blood debas'd. 
Dragging her chains thro' the throng'd ftreets of Rome, 
To grace oppreffion's triumph. Horrid thoughf ! 
3ay, can it be that he, whofe ftrenuous youth 
A4ds vigour to )iis virtue, e'er can bear 
This patiently ? he come? to afk my aid. 
And, that withheld, (as now he needs muft fear) 
What means, alas ! are left ? fearch Britain round. 
What chief dares cope with Rome ? what king but hol4s 
His loan of power at a Proconful's will, 
At beft a fcepter'd flave ? 

V E L L I N U S. 

,Yes, Monarch, yes. 
If Heav'n reftrains thy formidable fword, . 
Or to its ftroke denies that juft fuccefs 
Which Heav'n alone can give, I fear me much 
Our Queen, ourfelves, nay Britain's felf, muft perilh, 

D d 2 CA^ 



Digitized by Google 



[ 204 ! 

CARACTACUS, 
But is not this a fear makes Virtue vaint 
Tears from yon minift'ring regents of the flcy 
Their right ? Plucks from firm-handed Providencej^ 
The golden reins of fublunary fway, 
And gives them to blind Chance ? If this be fo. 
If Tyranny myft lord it o'er the earth. 
There's Anarchy in Heav'n. Nay, frown not, Druid^^ 
1 do not think 'tis thus, 

CHORUS. 

' We truft thou do'ft not. 

C A R A C T A C U S. 
Mafters of Wifdom I No : my foul confides 
In that all-healing and all-forming Power, 
Who, on the radiant day when Time was born, 
Caft his broad eye upon the wild of ocean. 
And calm'd it with a glance : then, plunging deep 
His mighty arm, pluck'd from its dark domain 
This throne of Freedom, lifted it to light. 
Girt it with filver cliffs, and call'd it Britain : 
He did, and will preferve it. 

CHORUS. 

Pious Prince, 
In that all-![fealing and allrforming power 

Still 
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Still let thy foul confide ; but not in men. 
No, not in thefe, ingenuous ias they feetti, 
'Till they are try'd by that high tcft of faith 
Dur ancient laws ordain. 

V E L L I N U S. 

Uluftrious Seer, 
Methinks our Sov'reign's fign^t well might plead 
Her envoy's faith. Thy pardon, mighty Druid, 
Not for ourfelves, but for our Queen we plead 
Miftrufting us, ye wound h6r hoifour. 

CHORUS. 

Peace; 

Our will adJnits no parley. Thither, YoUths, 
Turn your aftinifh'd eyes ; behold yon huge 
And unhewn fphere of living adamant. 
Which, pois'd by magic, refts its central weight 
On yonder pointed rock : firm as it fcems. 
Such is its ftrange and virtuous' property. 
It moves obfequious to the gentleft touch 
Of him, whofe breaft is pure i but to a traitor^ 
Tho' ev'n -a giant's prowefs nerv'd his arm. 
It ftands as fixt as Snowdon. ,No reply ; 
The Gods command that one of you miift how 
Approach and try it : in your fnowy vefts. 

Ye 
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¥e Priefts, involve the lots, and to the younger, 
As is our wont, tender the choice of Fate. 

E L I D U R U S. 
Heav'ns ! is it fall'n on me ? 

g H Q R u s. . 

Young Prince, it is ^ 

Prepare thee for thy trial. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Gracious Gods ! 
Who itiay look vp to your tremendous thrones. 
And fay his breaft is pure ? All-fearching Powers^ 
Ye know already how and what I am ; 
And what ye mean to publifh me in Mona, 
To that I yield and tremble. 

CARACTACUS. 

Rpufe thee. Youth I 
And, with that courage honeft Truth fupplies^^ 
(For fure ye both are true) hafte to the trial ^ 
Behold I lead thee on. 

CHORUS. > 
Prince, we arreft 
Thy hafty ftep ; to witnefs this high teft 
Pertains to us alone. Awhile retire. 
And in yon cav^ his brother be thy charge 5 

' The 
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The trial paft, again we will confer. 

Touching that part which Heav'n's deciding choicd 

Wills thee to aft. 

[Ejteunt Cara£iacus and Vellirius^ 

C H O R tJ S, E L I D U R U 
CHORUS. 

Now be the rites prepar'd : 
And now, ye Bards, chant ye that cuftom'd hymn^ 
The prelude of this fam'd folemnity. 

ODE-. 
L I. 

Thou Spirit pure^ that fpread'ft unfeeh 
Thy pinions o'er this pond'rous fphere. 

And, breathing thro' each rigid vein, 
Fill'ft with ftupendous life the marble mafs^ 
And bid'ft it bow upon its bafe. 

When fov'reign Truth is near; 
Spirit invifible ! to thee 
We fwell the folemn harmony 9 

Hear us, ' and aid : 
Thou, that in Virtue's caufef 
O'er-ruleft Nature's laws. 
Oh hear, and aid with influence ffigh 
The fons of Peace and Piety* Fifflf- 
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if irft-born of that ethereal tribe 
Gaird into birth ere time or place, 
^ Whom wave rior wind can circumfcribej 
Heirs of the liquid liberty of Light, 
That float on rainbow ppnnons bright 

Thro' dl the wilds of fpace 
Yet thou alone of all thy kind 
Can'ft range the region^ of the mind^ 

Thou only know'ft 
That dark meand'ring niaze. 
Where Wayward Falfhood. ftrays. 
And, feizing fv^ift the lurking fprite^ 
Forces her fortl^ to ftam^ and light* 

1,3- 

Thou c^n*ft enter tb^ dajk cell 
Where the vulture Coi\fcience flumbers^ 

And, unarm'd by j:harming fpell,' - 

Or magic numbers, 
Can'ft roufe her from her formidable fleep^ 
And bid her dart her raging talons deep ; 

Yet, ah ! too feldom doth th^ furious fiend 
Thy bidding wait ; vindiftive, felf prepar'd. 

She knows her tdlturing time ; too fure to rend 
TThp trembling heart, wl^en Virti^e quits her guard. 

Paufc 
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Paufe then, celeftlaj gueft ! 
ifVnd, brooding on thine adamantine fpherc^ 
If fraud approach. Spirit, that fraud declaire ; 
To Confciehce aiid to Mona leave the reft. 

CHORUS. 
Heard'ft thou the awful invocation, Youthj 
Wrapt in thofe holy hai*pirigs ? 

E L I D U R U S; 

Sage; I did; 

And it came 6*er my foul as doth the thunder, 
While diftant yet, with aii expefted burft. 
It threats the trembling ear. Now to the trial. 

CHORUS. 
Ere that; bethirijc thee well what rigVous doom 
Attends thiiie ad:, if failing, certain death : 
So ceirtain, that in, our ^bfolving tongues 
Refts not tha^ power ipay fave thee: Thou muft die. 
EVELINA, ELIDURUS, CHORUS. 
E y H L I N A. 
Die; fey'Jl^ou? Druid I 

ELIDURUS. 

EvEi.iNA here! 

Lc^d to the rp^k. 

E c C H O- 
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C h O R U S- 
No, Youth, awhile wc fpare thee; 
And, ih our ftead, permit this royal maiden 
iTo urge thee firft with virgin gentlenefs ; 
Refpeft our clemency, and meet her queftions 
With anfwers prompt and true ; fo may'ft thou *fCa{ie 
A fterner trial. 

ELIDURUS. 

Rather to the rock.— 
EVELINA. 

Doft thou dlfdain me, PrinCe ? Loft as I arii^ 
Methinks the daughtei* of CAractacus 
Might merit milder treatment : I was born 
To royal hopes and promife, nurs'd I'th' l^p 
Of foft profperity ; alas the change ! 
I meant but to addrefs a few brief words 
To this young Prince, and he doth turn his eye. 
And fcorns to anfwer me. . 

ELIDURUS. 

Scorn thee, fiveet Maid ? 

No, 'tis the fear ■ 

EVELINA. 

And can'ft thou fear me, Youth ? 
Ev'n vrliile I led a life of royalty, 

I 
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I bore myfelf to all with meek deportment^ 
In nothing harfh, or cruel : and, howe'er 
Misfortune works upon the minds of men, 
(For fome they fay it turns to very ftone) 
Mine I am fure it foftens. Wert thou guilty. 
Yet I fliould pity thee 5 nay, wert thou leagu'd 
To load this fuffering heart with more misfortunes, 
Still fhoul4 I pity thee j nor e'er believe 
Thou would'ft, on free and voluntary choice. 
Betray the innocent. 

P L I D .U R U S. 

Indeed I would not. 
EVELINA. 
No, gracious Yojijth,' I do Jbelieve thou would'ft not : 
For on thy brow the liberal hand of Hcav'p 
Has portray'd Truth as vifible apd bold. 
As were the pidiur'd funs that deckt the brows 
Of our brave anceftors. Say then, young Princq, 
(For therefore have I wifh'd to queftipn thee) 
Bring ye no token of a mother's fondnefs 
To her expediing child ? Gentle thou feem'ft. 
And fure that gentlenefs would prompt thine heart 
To vifit and to footh with courteous office, 
Piftrefs like her's. A captive and a queen 

E e 2 Ha^ 
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Has more than common claim for pitj, Prince, 
And ev'n the ills of venerable age 
Were caufe enough to move thy tender nature. 
The tears overcharge thine eye. Alas, my fears I 
Sicknefs or fore infirmity bad feizMher, 
Before thou left'ft the palace, elfe her lips 
Had to thy care entrufted fome kind meffage. 
And bleft her haplefs daughter by thy tongue^ 
Would flie were here ! 

E L I D U R U S. 

Would Heav'n fte were ! 
EVELINA. 

Ah why i 

E L I D U R U S. 

Becaufe you wilh it. 

EVELINA, 

Thanks, ingenuous Youth^ 
For this thy courtefy. Yet, if the Queen 
Thy mother fliines with fuch rare qualities, 
As late thy brother boafted, flie will calm 
H^r woes, and I ihall clafp her aged knees 
Again, in peace and liberty.—— rAlas f 
He fpeaks not j all my fears are juflf, 

EL 
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What fears } 

^phe Queen GurDEitiA is not de?id. 

E V E L I A. 

Not dead! 
But is fhe in that happy ftate of freedom, 
Which we were taught to hope? Why figh'tf thou, Youth? 
Thy years have yet been profp'rous. Did thy father 
E'er lofe a kingdom ? Did captivity 
E'er feize thy flurieking mother ? thou can*ft go 
To yonder cave, and find thy brother fafe : 
fie is not loft, ^ mine is. Youth, thou figh'ft 
Again 5 thoii haffi not fure fiich caufe for forrow ; 
But if thou baft, give me thy griefs, I pray thiie j 
I have a heart can fbftly fympathi^e, 
^nd fympathy is foothing. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Oh Gods ! Gods r 
pbe tears my ibuL What lhall I fay ? 

EVELINA. 

Perchance, 

For all in this bad world niuft have thetr woes. 
Thou too haft thine; arid niay'ft, like^me, be wretched. 
Haply amid the ruinous wafte of war^ 

'Mid 
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'Mid that wild bavock, which thofe fons of bloo4 
Bring pjd our groaning country, fome chafte maid, 
Whofe tender foul ^as link'd by love to thine^ 
Might fall the tremljling prey to Roman rage, 
Ev'n at t\^e gdden hour, when holy rites 
Had feal'd your virtuous vows. If it were fo, 
Ii^deed I pity her ! 

ELIDURUS. 

Not that: not that. 
Never *till now jjid beauty's matchlcfs beam . j 
But I am dumbf 

e V E X I N A. 
Why that dejeAed eye ? 
And why this filence ? that fome weighty grief 
D'erhangs thy foul, thy ev'ry look proclaims. 
Why then refufe it words ? The heart, that bleeds 
From any ftroke of fiate or human wrongs. 
Loves to difclofe itfelf, that lifl'ning pity 
May drop a healing tear upon the wound, 
!Tis only, when with inbred horror fmote 
At fomp bafe a£t, or done, or to be done. 
That the recoiling foul, with confcious dread. 
Shrinks back into itfelf^ B^t thou, good Youth-i* 

ELI. 
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E L I D U R U S. 
Celfe, royal maid ! permit mc to depart.— si 

EVELINA. 
Yet hear me, ftranger ! Truth and Secrefy, 
Tho' friends, are feldom neceflary friends— 

E L I D U R U S. 
I go to try my truth — 

EVELINA. 

Oh ! go not hence 
In wrath j think not, that I fufpedt thy virtue : 
Yet ignorance may oft make virtue Hide, 
And if 

E LI D U R U S. 
In pity fpare me. 

EVELINA. 

If thy brother— — 
Nay, ftdrt not, do not turn thine eye from mine i 
Speak, I conjure thee, is his purpofe honeft ? 
I know the guilty price, that barbarous Rome 
Sets on my father's head ; and gold, vile gold. 
Has now a charm for Britons : Brib'd by this. 
Should he betray him — Yes, I fee thou fhudder'ft 
At the dire thought ; yet not, as if *twere ftrange ; 
But as our fears were mutual. Ah, young ftranger i 

Tha« 
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That open face fcarce needs a tongue to utter 
What works within; Come then, ingenuous Princej 
And inftant make difcovery to the Druid, 
While yet *tis not too late, 

E L I D U R U S. 

Ah ! what difcover ? 

Say, whom muft I betray? 

EVELINA- 

Thy brother. 
ELIDURIJS. 

Ha! 

EVELINA. 
Who is no brother^ If his guilty foul 
Teems with fuch perfidy. Oh all ye ftars f 
Ckn he be brother to a youth likp thee, 
\^ho would betray an old and honoiir'd King^ 
That King his countryinan, and one whofe p^wefi 
Once guarded Britain '^nft th' aifailing wpr{d ? 
Can he be brother to a youth like thee. 
Who from a young, defencelefs, innocent maidy 
Would take that King her father ? Make her fuiFef 
All that an orphan fuffers ? More perchance : 
The ruffian foe. — Oh tears, ye choke my utterance 1 
Can he be bro^r to a youth like thee. 

Who 
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Who would defile his ftnil by fuch black deeds ? 

It cannot be And yety thou fiill art filent. 

Turn, youth, and fee me weep. Ah, fee me kneel : 

I am of royal blood, not wont to kneel. 

Yet will t kneel to thee. Oh fave my father ! 

Save a diftrefsful maiden from the force 

Of barbarous men ! Be thou a brother to me. 

For mine alas ! hah f [Sees Jrviragus entering, 

ARVIRAGUS, EVELINA, ELIDURUS, 

CHORUS. 
ARVIRAGUS. 

' Evelina, rife ! 
Know, maid, I ne'er will tamely fee thee kneel, 
Ev'n at the foot of Cjesar. 

EVELINA. 

^Tis himfelf : 

And he will prove my father's fears were falfe, 
Falfe, as his fon is brave. Thou beft of bi'othcrs. 
Come to my arms. Where haft thou been, thou wanderer ? 
How wer't thou fav'd ? Indeed, Ahviragus, 
I never fhed fuch tears, fmce thou wer't loft. 
For tbefe are tears of rapture. 

ARVIRAGUS. ' 

Evelina ! 
f { Fa'm 
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Fain would I greet thee, as a brother ought : 
But wherefore didft thou kneel ? 

E V E L I N A. 

Oh! a(knotnow# 
A R V I R A G U S . 
By heav'n I muft, and he muft anfwer me. 
Whoe'er he be. What art thou, fuUen ftranger ? 
E L I D U R U S. 

A Brftdn. 

ARVIRAGUS. 
Brief and bold. 

EVELINA, 

Ah, fpare the taunt: 
He merits not thy wrath. Behold the Druids ; 
Lo, they advance : with holy reverence firft 
Thou muft addrefs their (anility. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

I wHl. 

But fee, proud boy^ thou do'ft not quit the grovej 
'Till time allows us parley. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Prince, I mean not. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Sages, and Tons of heav'n ! lUuftrious Druids i 

Abruptly 
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Abruptly. I approach your facrcd prefence : 
Yet fuch dire tidings ■ ■ 

CHORUS. 

On thy peril, peace ! 
Thou ftand'fl accus'd, and by a father's voice, 
Of crimes ^bhorr'd, of cowardice and flight ; 
And therefore may'ft not in thefe facred groves 
Utter polluted accents. Qu.ickly fay. 
Wherefore thou fled'ft ? For that bafe faft unclear'd 
We hold XKO further comveffe. 

A R V I R A G U S. 

Oh ye Gods ! 
Am I the fon of your Caractacus ? 
And could I fly i 

CHORUS. 

Wafte not ox time pr words : 
But tell us why tbou fted'ft j 

A R V I R A G U S. ' 

I fled not, Druid I 
By the great Gods I fled not ! Save to flop 
Our daftardt troops, that bafely turn'd their backs. 
I ftopt, I rallied them, when lo a ilhaft 
Of random caft did level me with earth. 
Where pale and fenfelcfs, as the flain around me, 

F f 2 I 
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I lay 'till midnight : Then, as from long trance 

Awoke, I crawl'd upon my feebfe limbs 

To a lone cottage, wliere a pitying hind 

Lodg'd mc, and nourifh'd me. My ftrength repairM, 

It boots not that I tell, what humble arts 

Compeird I us*d to fcreen me from th& foe. 

How now a peafant from a beggarly fcrip* 

I fold cheap food to flaves, that nam'd the price. 

Nor after gave it. Now a minfirel poor 

With ill-tun'd harp, and uncouth defcant flirill 

I ply'd a thriftlefs trade, and by fuch fliifts 

Did win obfcurity to fhroud my name. 

At length to other conquefts in the north 

OsTORius led his legions : Safer now. 

Yet not fecure, I to fome valiant chiefs, 

Whom war had fpar'd, difcover'd what I was ; 

And with them plann'd, how fureft we might draw 

Our fcatter'd forces to fome rocky faftnefs 

In rough Caernarvon, there to breathe in freedom. 

If not with brave incurfion to opprefs 

The thinly-ftation'd foe. And foon our art 

So well avail'd, that now at Snowdon's foot 

Full twenty troops of hardy veterans wait 

To call my fire their leader. 

CHO. 
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CHORUS. 

Valiant youth-— n 
EVELINA. 
He is— —I faid lie was a valiant youth. 
Nor has he ftam'd his race. 

CHORUS. 

We do believe 
Thy modeft tale : A«id may the righteous Godi 
Thus ever flied upion thy noble breaft 
Difcretion's cooling dew. When mirtur'd fo. 
Then, only then, doth valour bloom tnatune, 

ARVIRAGUS. 
Yet vain is vaJour, howfoe'er it bloom : 
Druid, the Gods frown on us. AH my hopes 
Are blafted ; I ftiall ne'er rejoin my friends, 
rJe'er blefs them with my father. Holy men, 
I have a tale to tell, will fhake your fouls. 
Your Mona is invaded \ Rome approaches, 
Ev'n to thefe groves approaches. 

S E M I C H O R U S. 

Horror 1 horror ! 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Late as I landed on yon higfaeft beach. 
Where nodding from the rocks the poplars fling 

Their 
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Their fcattcr'd arms, and dafli them in the waVc, 
There were their veflels moor'd, as if they fought 
Concealment in the ihade, and as I paft 
Up yon thick-planted ridge, I 'fpy'd their helms 
'Mid brakes and boughs trench'd in the heath below. 
Where like a neft of night-worms did they glitter. 
Sprinkling the plain with brightnefs. On I fped 
With filcnt ftep, yet oft did pafs fo near,. 
'Twas next to prodigy, I *fcap'd unfcen. 

CHORUS, 

Their number, Prince ? 

ARVIRAGUS. 

Few, if mine hafty eye 
Did find, and count them alL 

CHORUS. 

Oh brethren, brethren, 
Treafon and facrilcge, worfe foes than Rome, 
Have led Rome hither. Inftant feize that wretch. 
And bring him to our prefence. 
CHORUS, ELIDURUS, ARVIRAGUS. 
CHORUS. 

Say, thou falfc one ! 
What doom befits the flave, who fells his country i 

ELI- 



j 
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E L I D U R U S. A 
Death, fudden death ! 

CHORUS. 

No, ling*ring piece-meal death ; 
And to fuch death thy brother and thyfelf 
We now devote. Villain, thy deeds are known | 
^Tis known, ye led the impious Romans hither 
To flaughter us ev'n on our holy altars. 

E L I D U R U S. 
That on my foul doth lie fome fecret grief, 
Thefe looks perforce will tell : It is not fear, 
Druids, it is not fear that (hakes me thus ; 
The great Gods know, it is not: Ye can never; 
Fpr, what tho* wifdom lifts ye next thofe gods. 
Ye cannot, like to them, unlock men's breads. 
And read their inmoft thoughts. Ah I that ye could^ 

A R V I R A G U S. 
What haft thou done ? 

E L I D U R U S. 

What, Prince, I will not telU 
CHORUS. 
Wretch, there are means—— 

E L I D U R U S. 

I know* and terrible means s 
^ And 
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And 'tis both fit, that you fliould try thofe means. 
And I endure them : Yet I think, my patience * 
Will for fome fpace baffle your torturing fury. 

CHORUS. 
Be that beft known, when our inflidted goada 
Harrow thy flefh ! 

ARVIRAGUS. 

Stranger, ere this is try'd 
Confefs the whole of thy black perfidy ; 
So black, that when I look upon thy youth. 
Read thy mild eye, and mark thy modefl brow, 
I think indeed, thou durft not. 

ELIDURUS. 

Such a crime 
Indeed I durft not ; and would rather be 
The very wretch thou fccft. Til fpeak no more. 

CHORUS. 
Brethren, 'tis fo. The virgin's thoughts were juft ; 
This youth has been deceiv'd. 

ELIDURUS. 

Yes, one word more« 
You fay, the Romans have invaded Mona. 
Give me a fword and twenty honeft Britons, 
And I will quell thofe Romans. Vain demand I 

Alas I 
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'Alas ! you cannot : Ye are rneii of peace : 
Religion's felf forbids. Lead then to torture. 

ARVIRAGUS. 
Now on my foul this youth doth move me much. 

CHORUS. 
Think not Religion and our holy office 
Doth teach us tamely, Jike the bleating lamb, 
To crouch before oppreffion, and with neck 
Outftretch'd await the ftroke. Miftaken boy ! 
Did not ftridi: juftice claim thee for her vi£fcim. 
We might full fafely fend thee to thefe Romans, 
Inviting their hot charge. Know, when I blow 
That facred trumpet bound with fable fillets 
To yonder branching oak, the awful found 
Calls forth a thoufand Britons* train'd alike 
In holy and in martial exercife. 
Not by fuch mode and rule, as Romans ufe. 
But of that fierce portentous horrible fort. 
As ihall appall ev'n Romans. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Gracious gods ! 
Then there are hopes indeed. Oh call them inftant. 
This Prince will lead them on : Til follow him, 

G g Tho' 
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Tho' in my chauns, and fome way dalh them round 
To harm the haughty foe. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

A thoufand Britons^ 
And ann'd ! Oh inilant blow the facred trump, 
And let me head them. Yet methinks this yout h • 

CHORUS. 
I know what thou wouldft fay, might join thee, Prince» 
True, were he free from crime, or had' confeft. 

E L I D U R U S. 
Confeft. Ah, think not, I will e'er— • 
ARVIRAGUS. 

Refled. 

Either thyfelf or brother muft have wrong'd us : 
Then why conceal 

E L I D U R U S. 

Haft thou a brother ? no ( 
Elfe hadft thou fpar'd the word ; and yet a fifter 
Lovely as thine might more than teach thee. Prince, 
What 'tis to have a brother. Hear m^, Druids, 
Tho' I would prize an hour of freedom now 
Before an age of any after date : 
Tho' I would feize it as the gift of heav'n. 
And ufe it as hcav'n's gift; yet do not think, 

1 
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I fo will purchafe it. Give it mc fwly, 
I yet will fpum the boon, and hug my chaii^s, 
'Till you do (wear by your. own hoary heads. 
My brother fhall be iafe. 

CHORUS. 

Excellent youth ! 
Thy words do fpeak thy foul, and fuch a foul. 
As wakes our wonder. Thou art free ; thy brother 
Shall be thtne honour's pledge ! fo will we ufe him. 
As thou art falfe or true. 

ELIDURUS. 

I aik no other. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Thus then, my fellow-foldier, to thy clafp . 
I give the hand of friendihlp. Noble youth. 
Well fpeed, or die together. 

CHORUS. 

Hear us. Prince ! 
Mona permits not, that he fight her battles, 
*Till duly purified : For tho' his foul 
Took up unwittingly this deed of bafenefs. 
Yet is luftration meet. Learn, that in vice 
There is a noifome ranknefs unperceiv'd 
By grofs corporeal fenfe, which fo offends 

G g 2 Heav'n's 
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HeavVs pure divinities, as us the ftench 

Of vapour grafted from fulphureous pool. 

Or pois'nous weed obfcene. Hence doth the man^ 

Who ev'n cpnverfes with a villain, need 

As much purgation, as the pallid wretch 

'Scap'd from the walls, where frowning peftilence 

Spreads wide her livid banners. For this caufe^ 

Ye Priefts, conduct the youth to yonder grove. 

And do the needful rites. Mean while ourfelf 

Will lead thee, Prince, unto thy father's preffencc.-P— 

But hold, the King comes forth, 

[Exeunt Priefts with Elidurus^ 
CARACTACUS, ARVIRAGUS, CHORUS^ 
EVELINA. 
CARACTACUS. 

My fon, my fon } 
What joy, what tranfport, doth thine aged fire 
, Feel in thefe filial foldings ! Speak not, boy^ 
Nor interrupt that heart-felt extacy 
Should ftrike us mute. I know what thou wouldft fay. 
Yet prithee, peace. Thy filler's voice hath clear'd thee j 
And could excufe find words at this bleft moment, 
Truft me, I'd give it vent. But, 'tis enough. 
Thy lather welcomes thee to him and honour : 

Honour, 
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llonour, that how with rapturous certainty 
Calls thee his own true offspring. Doft thou weep? 
Ah, if thy tears fwell not from joy's free fpring, ' 
I beg thee, fpare them : I have done thee wrong. 
Can make thee no atonement : None, alas ! 
Thy father fcarce can blefs thee, as he ought; 
Unbleft himfelf, befet with foes ai^ound. 
Bereft of queen, of kingdom, and of foldiers. 
He can but give thee portion of his dangers, 
Perchance and of his chains : Yet droop not, boyi^ 
Yirtiie is ftill thine own. 

A R V I R A G U S. 

It is, my father } 
Pure as from thine illuftrious fount it came ; 
, And that unfuUied, let the world opprefs us ; 
Let fraud ;ind faUhood rivet fetters on us ; 
Still fliall our fouls be free : Yet hope is ours^ 
^s well as virtue. 

CARACTACUS. 

Spoken like a Briton. 
True, hope is ours, and therefore let's prepare : 
The moments now are precious. Tell us, Druid^ 
Is it not meet, we fee the bands drawn out, 
And mark their due array ? 

CHQ^ 
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CHORUS. 
, Monarcby ev'nnov/ 

They fltirt the grove. 

CAR A C T A C U S. 

Then let us to their front^-«« 
CHORUS. 
But is the traitor-youth in fafety lodg'4 ? 

CARACTACUS. 
Druid^ hefled— ~ 

CHORUS. 

Oh fatal flight to Mona { 
CARACTACUS. 
But wh^t of that ? Ajlvir agus is here. 
My Ton is here, let then the traitor go. 
By this h^ has join'd the Romans : Let him join them f 
A fingle arm, and that a villain's arm. 
Can lend but little aid to any powers 
Oppos'd to truth and virtue. Come, my fon. 
Let's to the troops, and marfhal them with fpeed« 
That done, we from thcfe venerable men 
Will claim their ready Ueffing : Then to battle ; 
And^tbe fwift fun ev'n at his purple dawn. 
Shall fpy us crown'd with con4ueft, or widi death. 

[Exeunt Cara^acus^ and Jrviragus. 

CHO- 
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CHORUS, EVELINA* 
CHORUS. 
What may his flight portend ! Say, Evelina, 
How came this youth to 'fcape ? 

EVELINA. 

And that to tell 
Will fix much blame on my impatient folly : 
For, ere your hallow'd lips had given permiffion, 
I flew with eager hafte to bear my father 
News of his fon's return. Inflam'd with that. 
Think, how a fitter's zealous breaft muft glow 1 
Your looks give mild aflent. I glow'd indeed 
With the dear tale,' and fped me in his ear 
To pour the precious tidings : But my tongue 
Scarce nam'd Arvxracvs, ere the falfe ftranger 
(As I bethink me fince) with ftealthy pace 
Fled to the cavern's mouth. 

CHORUS. 

The king purfued t 
EVELINA. 
Alas ! he mark'd him not, for 'twas the moment. 
When he had all to alk and all to fear, 
Touching my brother's valour. . Hitherto 
His fafety only, which but little mov'd him. 

Had 
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Had reach'd his ears : But when my tongue unfolded 

The ftory of his bravery and his pdril. 

Oh how the tears cours'd plenteous down his cheeks I 

How did he lift unto the heav'ns his hand^ 

In fpeechlefs tranfport ! Yet he foon bethought him 

Of Rome's inVafion, and with fiery glance 

Sunrey'd the cavern round ; then fnatch'd his fpear^ 

And menacM to purfue the flying traitor : 

But I with prayers (Oh pardon, if they ertr'd) 

Withheld his ftep, for to the left the youth 

Had wing'd his way, where the thick underwood 

AiForded fure retreat. Befides, if founds 

Was age a match for youth i 

C H O R tJ 5. 

Maiden, enough; 
Better perchance for us, if he was captive : 
But in the juftice of their caufe, and heav'i^ 
Do Mona's fons confide. 
BARD, CHORUS, EUDURUS, EVELINA, 
BARD. 

Druid, the rites 
Are finifh'd, all fave that which crowns the reft. 
And which pertains to thy bleft hand alone : 
For that he kneels before thee. 

CHO* 
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Take him hence^ , 
may not truft him forth to fight our caufei 
ELIDURUS. 

Now by Andrast£'s throne ^ 

CHORUS. 

Nay, fwcar not, youth. 
The tie is broke, that held thy fealty : 
Thy brother's fled. 

ELIDURUS. 
Fled I 
CHORUS. 

To the Romans fled 5 
Yes, thou haft caufe to tremWe. 

ELIDURUS. 

Ah, Vellinus ! 
Poes thus our love, does thus our friendfhip end ( 
Was I thy brother, youth, and has thou left me ! 
Yes ; ;ihd how left me^ cruel as thou art. 
The viAim of thy crimes ! 

CHORUS. 

True, thou muft die. 
ELIDURUS. 
I pray ye then on your beft mercy, fathers, 

,H h It 
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If this be life. Yet I muft doubt ev'n that ; 

For falfehood of this ftrahge ftupendous fort . 

Sets firm-ey'd rcafon on a gaze, miftrufting. 

That what flie fees in palpable plain form, 

The ftars in yon blue arch, thefe woods, thefe caverns^ 

Are all mere tricks of Cozenage, nothing real^ ' 

The vifion of a vifiori. If he's fled^ 

I ought to hate this brother* 

C H O R U S. 

Yet theu doft noti 

E L I D U R U S. 
But when aftonifliment will give me leave. 
Perchance I fhall.— And yet he is my brother. 
And he was virtuous once. Yes, ye vile Romans, 
Yes, I muft die, before my thirfty fword 
prinks one rich drop of vengeance. Yet, ye robbers^ 
Yet will I curfe you with my dying lips : 
'Twas you, that ftole away my brother's virtue. 

CHORUS. 
Now then prepare to die.. « • - ^ 

E L I D U R U S. 

I am prepar'd. 
Yet, fmce I cannot now (what moll I wiih'd) 

By 
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By manly prowefo guard this lovely maid i 
Permi|: that on your holieft earth I kneel. 
And pbur one fervent prayer for her proteSion. 
Allow me this, for tho' you think me falfe. 
The Gods will hear me^ 

EVELINA. 

I can hold no longer ! 
Oh Druid, Druid, at thy feet I fall : 
Yes, I muft plead (away with virgin-blufhes) 
For fuch a youth muft plead. I'll die to fave him. 
Oh take my life, and let him fi^ht for Mona. 

; H O R u s. 

Virgin, arile. His vi^-tue hath redeem'd him, 
And he fhall fight for thee ?ind for his country. 
Youth, thank us with thy deeds. The time is fliort. 
And now with reverence talce our high • uftration : 
Thrice do we fprinkle thee with day-break dew 
Shook from the May-thorn bloffom \ t\vice and thrice 
Touch we thy forehead witlv our holy wand : 
Now thou art fully purg'd. No^v rife reftor'<i . 
To virtue and to us. Hence then, my fon. 
Hie thee, to yonder altar, where our Bards 
Shall arm thee duly both with helm and fword 
For warlike enterprife. [Exit Eitiurus. 

Hh2 CA, 
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CARACTACUS, CHORUS, ARVIRAGUS, 
EVELINA. 
CARACTACUS. 

*Tis true, my fon. 
Bold are their bearings, and I fear me not 
. But they have hearts will not belie their looks. 
I like them well. Yet would to righteous heav'i^ 
Thofe valiant veterans, that on Snowdon guard 
Their fcanty pittance of bleak liberty. 
Were here to ^oin them 5 we would teach thefe wolves^ 
Tho* we permit their rage to prowl our coafts. 
That vengeance waits them ere they rob our altars. 
Hail, Druid, hail ! we find thy valiant guards 
Accoutred fo, as well befpeaks the wifdom 
That fram'd their phalanx. We but wait thy blejEn^ 
To lead them *gainft the foe. 

CHORUS. 

Caractacus ! 
Behold this fword : Tbe fword of old Belinus, 
Stain'd with the blood of giants, and its name 
Trifingus. Many an age its charmed blade 
Has flept within yon confecrated trunk. 
Lo, I unflieath it. King j I wave it o'er thee ; 
Mark, what portentous ftreams of fcarlet light 

Flow. 
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FIqw from the brandlfh'd falchion. On thy kne« 
IRecefve the facred pledge.— And mark our words. 
9y the bright circle of the golden fun, 

the brief courfes of the errant moon. 
By the dread potency of every ftar 
That ftuds the myftic zodiac's burning girth. 
By each, and afl of thefe fupernal figns. 
We do adjure thee with this tnifty blade. 
To guard yon central oak, whofe holieft ftem 
Involves the fpirit of high Tabanis : 
This be thy charge ; to which in aid we join 
Purfelves, and our fage brethren. With our vaffids 
Thy fon and the Brigantian prince fliall make 
Incurfion on the foe. 

CARACTACUS. 

In this, and all. 
Be ours obfervance meet. Yet furely, Druid, 
The freih and a£tive vigour of thefe youths 
Might better fuit with this important charge. 
Not that my heart {brinks at the glorious tafle, 1 
But will with ready zeal pour forth its blood 
Upon the facred roots, my firmeft courage 
Might fail to fave. Yet, Fathers, I am old ; 

And 
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And if.I f^lil^'foremoft in the onfet, ■ - 
Should ;leave a fon behind^ might ftill defend yoi|, 

C H O R U S- 
The facred adjuration we have utter'd 
May never be recall'd. 

C A R A C T A C U S. 

< 

Then be it fo. 
But do not think, I counfel this thro' fear : 
Old as I am, I truft with half our powers 
I could drive back thefe Romans to their ihipS| 
Daftards, .that come as dpth the cow'ring fowler 
To tangle me with fnares and take me tamely ; 
Slaves, they fliall find, that ere they gain their prey^ 
They have to hunt it boldly with barb'd fpears^^ 
And meet fuch confii£t^ as the chafed boar 
Gives to his ftout allailants. Oh ye Gods ! 
That I might inftant face them. 

CHORUS. 

Be thy fon'^ 

The onfet, 

ARVIRAGUS. 

From his foul that fon doth thank ye, 
Blef&ng thcTi^iidom, that preferves his father 
Thus to the laft. Oh if the fav'ring Gods 

DireS 
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Dircft this:arm, if their high will permit 

I pour a^prxffperous vengeance on the foe^ 

I afk for life no longer, t"han to cram . 

The valiant ufk. Steel then, ye powers of :heav'n^ 

Steel my firm foul with yoarx>wn fbrtkude,' 

Free from alloy of paflion. Give me cdurigei 

Tha('klK>ws not rage ; f^v^nge, that ksidws notlmalifle^ 

Let me not tkirft for carnage^ bat forlconque'ft : - . i ' 

And conqueft gain'4, fle^ vengesoice in my buteafty - 

Ere in its -flieath my fwond.: 

C A R A C T A C U 

^ CMi hear iii^fatheff 
If ever raflmefe ^^tpur'd me on, great Gods, - 'I - ' 
To afts of danger thirfting for rem)wn | ' - 
If e'er myceager fool purfiiVl its-courfe ' c. : . . ' 
Beyond juft reafon's }imit, vifit ttot 
My faults on him. I am the thing you madeini^ 
Vindidtive, bold, precipitafe, and fierce: 
But a$ you gave to him a milder mind. 
Oh blefs him^ briefs him with x imider fetpif . ' V 

EVELINA. 
Nor yet unheard let Evelina pour 
Her prayVs and tears. Oh bear WhajJeii maid^ 
That ev'n thro' half the years her life has mmb^f d^ 

Ev'a 
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kv'n nine loilg years has drag'd a trembling htiri^i 
Befet with pains and perils. Give her peace ; 
And, to endear it more^ be that bleft peace 
Woh by her brother's fword. Oh blefs his arhi^ 
And blefs his valiailt followers. One, and all. 

ELIDURUS entering armed. 
Hear^ heav'n ! and let this pure and virgin pray'r 
Plead ev'n for ElIdurus, whole fad foul 
Cailhot look up to your immortal thrones; 
And urge his own requeft : Elfe would he aik^ 
That all the daiigeirs 6( th' approaching fight 
Might fall on him alone : That every fpear 
The Romans wield might at .his breaft be aim*d ; 
Each arrow darted on his rattlihg helm ; 
That lb the brother of this beauteous maid^ 
Returning fafe with vid:ory and peace^ 
Might beiu: them to her bofom. 

CHORUS. 

Now rife ail ; 
And^heav'n$ tfiat knows^ what moft ye ought to a(k^ 
Grant all ye ought t6 lulve: Behold, the ftars 
Are faded ; univerfal darknefs reigns. 
Now is the dreadful hour, now will our torches 
Glare with more livid horrour, now out Ihrieks 

And 
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And clanking arms will more appall the foe. 
But heed, ye Bards, that for the fign of onfet 
Ye found the antienteft of all youi" rhymes, 
Whofe birth tradition notes not, nor who fram'd 
Its Ibfty ftrAiils : The force of thai high air 
Did Julius feel, when, fir'd by it, our fathers 
Firft drove him recreant to his fhips ; and ill 
Had farM his fecond landing, but that fate 
Silenc'd the mafter Bard, who led the fong. 
Now forth, brave Pair ! Go, with our bleffing go j 
Mute be the march^ as ye afcend the hill : 
Then, when ye hear the found of our fhrill trumpet. 
Fall on the foe. 

cAractacus. 

Now glory be thy guide ; 
Pride of my foul, go forth and conquer.- 
EVELINA. 

Brother, 

Yet one embrace. Oh thou much-honour'd Stranger^ 
I charge thee fight by my dear brother's fide. 
And ihield him from the foe ; for he is brave. 
And will with bold and well-dire<3ed arm 
Return thy fuccour. 

[Exeunt Arviragus and Elidurus. 
li CHO- 
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CHORUS. 

Now, ye Priefts, with fpecd 
Strew on the altar*s height your facred leaves. 
And light the morning flame. But why^is this I 
Why doth our brother Mador fnatch his harp 
From yonder bough ? Why this way bend his ftep ? 

CARACTACUS. 
He is entranced. The fillet burils, that bound 
His liberal locks j his fnowy veftments fall 
In ampler folds ; and all his floating form 
Doth feem to gliften with divinity I 
Yet is he fpeechlefs. Say, thou Chief of Bards^ 
What is there in this airy vacancy. 
That thou with fiery and irregular glance 
Shouldft fcan thus wildly ? wherefore heaves thy breafi? 
Why ftarts— — 

CHORUS. 
ODE, 
L I. 

Hark ! heard ye not yon footftep dread^ 
That {hook the earth with thund'ring tread i 

*Twas Death.— In liafte 

The Warrior paft j 
High towcr'd his helmed head : 

I 
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I mark'd his mail, I mark'd his ihield, 
I 'fpy'd the fparkling of his fpear, 

I faw his giant arm the falchion wield $ 
Wide wav*d the bickVing blade, and fir'd the angry air. 

L 2. 

On me (he cry'd) my Britons, wait. 
To lead you to the field of fate 

I come : Yon car. 

That cleaves the air, 
Pefcends to throne iny ftate : 

I mount your Champion and your God. 
My proud fteeds neigh beneath the thong: 

Hark ! to my wheels of brafs, that rattle loud I 
Hark ! to ipy * clarion (brill, that brays the woods ampng ! 
I- 3. 

Fear not now the fever's fire. 

Fear not now the death-bed groan. 
Pangs that torture, pains that tire. 

Bed-rid age with feeble moan ; 
Thefe domeftic terrors wait 
Hourly at my palace gate j 

And when o'er flothTul realms my rod I wave, 

Thefe on the tyrant king and coward flave 
Ru{h with vindictive rage, and drag them to their grave. 
* Here one of the Druids blows the facrrd tnuxipet* 

I i a But 
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11. I. 

But yc, my Sons, at this high hour 
Shall ihare the fulnefs of my power : 

From all your bows. 

In level'd rows. 
My own dread {hafts fhall Ihowen 

Go then to conqueft, gladly gp^ 
Deal forth my dole of deftiny. 

With all my fury dafh the trembling foe 
Down to thofe darkfome dens, where Rome's pak 
fpe£fares lie. 

n. 2. 

Where creeps the ninefold ftream profound 
Her black inexorable round. 

And on the bank. 

To willows dank. 
The ihiv'ring ghofts are bound. 

Twelve thoufand crefcents all (hall fwell 
To full-orb'd pride, and fading die, 

Ere. they again in life's gay manfions dwell : 
Not fuch the meed that crowns the fons of Libert]^ 
II. 3- 

No, my Britons ! battle-flain. 

Rapture gilds your parting hour : 
I, that all defpotic reign. 

Claim but there a moment's power. 

Swiftly 
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Swiftly the foul of Britifh flame 
Animates fome kindred frame. 

Swiftly to life and light triumphant flies. 
Exults again in martial extafies, 
^gain for freedom fights, again for freedom dies. 

CARACTACUS. - 
It does,' it does ! unconquer'd, undifm^y'd, 
^he Britifh foul revives — Champion, lead 0% 
I follow — give me way. Some blefled ihaft 
Will rid me of this clog of cumbVous age ; 
And I again fhall in fome happier mould 
Jlife to redeem my country, 

CHORUS. 

Stay thee. Prince, 
And mark what clear and amber-flcirted clouds 
Rifp from the altar*s verge, and cleave the Ikies ; 
Oh 'tis a profperous omen ! Soon expert 
To hear glad tidings. 

CARACTACUS* 

I will fend them to thee. 
CHORUS, 
But fee, a Bard approaches, and he bears them : 
£lfe is his eye no herald to his hearu 



BARD. 
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BARD, CHORUS, CARACTACU5, 

CAJlACTACyS- 
Speedily tell dij tale. 

BARD. 

A tale like mine, 
I trull your ears wtU willingly purfue 
Thro' each glad drcumftance. Firft, Monarch, learn, 
The Roflcmi troop is. flcd« 

q H O R U S, 

Great Gods, we thank ye f 
CARACTACUS. 
Fought they not ere they fled ? Ob (sU me sdl^ 

BARD. 
Silent, as night, diat wrapt us in her veil. 
We pac*d up yonder hill^ whofe woody ridge 
O'erhung the ambuihM foe. No found wa? heard. 
Step felt, or fight defcry'd : for fafely hid. 
Beneath the purple pall of facrifice 
Did fleep our holy fire, nor faw the air, 
'Till to that pafs we came, where whilom Brute 
Planted his five hoar altars. To our rites 
Then fwift we hafted, and in one ihort ntoment 
The rocky piles were clotfa'd with livid flame. 
Near eadh a whitC'rob'd Druid, whofe ftcrn voice 

Thunder'd 
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Now wak'd our horrid fymphony, now all 

Our harps terrific rang : MeanWhile the grovd 

Trembled, the altars ihook, and thro' our ranks 

Our facred fifters rufli'd in fable robes. 

With hair difhevel'd, and funereal brands 

tlurl'd round with menacing fury. On they rufh*i 

In fierce and frantic mood, as is their wont 

Amid the magic rites, they do to Night 

In their deep dens below. Motions like thefe 

Were never dar'd before in open air ! 

C H OJH U S. 
Did I not fay, we had a pow'r within us^ 
That might appall ev'n Romans ? 

BARD. 

And it dld« 

They ftood aghaft, and to our vollied darts. 
That thick as hail fell on their helms and corilets. 
Scarce rais'd a warding fhield. The facred trumpet 
Then rent the air, and inftant at the fignal 
Rufh'd down Arviragus with all our vafTals; 
A hot, but fhort-liv'd, conflift then enfu'd : 
For foon they fled. I faw the Romans fly. 
Before I left the field, 

CARAC^ 
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CARACTACUS; 

My fon purfu'd ? 
BARD. 
The Prince and Elidurus, like twin lions, 
Did fide by fide engage. Death feem'd to guide 
Their fwords^ no ftrofce fell fruitlefs^ every wound 
Gaire him a vi&im. 

CARACTACUS., 

Thus niy friend Ebrancus ! 
Ill-fated prince ! didft thou and I ill youth 
tJnite our valours. In his prime he fell, . 
On Conway's banks I faw him fall,' and flew 
His murderer.— But how far did they purfud ? 

BARD. 
Ev*n to the ihips : For I defcry'd the rout. 
Far as the twilight gleam would aid my fight* 

C A R A C T A C U S; 
Now, thanks to the bright ftar that rul'd his birth j 
Yes, he will foon return to claim my blefling. 
And he lhall have it pour'd in tears of joy 
On his bold breaft ! methought I he^ a ftep : 
Is it not his i 



BARD. 
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B A R D. 

*Tis fome of our own train^ 
And as I think, they lead fix Romans captive, 
CHORUS, CARACTACUS, CAPTIVES. 

CHORUS. 
My brethren, bear the prifoners to the cavern j 
'Till we demand theni; 

CARAGTACUS. 

Paufe ye yet awhile. 
They feem of bold demeanor, and have helms, 
That fpeak them leaders. Hear me, Romans, hc^r. 
That yoti are captives, is the chance of war : 
if et captives as ye are, in Britain's eye 
Ye are not (laves. Barbarians, tho' ye call us. 
We know the native rights, mam claims from man. 
And therefore never fhall we gall your necks 
With chains, or drag you at our fcythed cars 
In arrogance of triumph; Nor 'till taught 
By Rome (what Britain fure fliould fcorn to learn) 
Her avarice, will we barter you for gold. 
True, ye are captives, and our country's fafety 
Forbids, we give you back to liberty : 
We give you therefore to the immortal Gods, 
To them we lift you in the radiant cloud 

K k . 0( 
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Of facrifice. They may in limbs of freedom 

Replace your free-born fouls, and their high mercy 

Haply fliall to fome better world advance you ; 

Or elfe in this reftore that goldeii giftj 

Which loft, leaves life a burden. Does there breathe 

A wretch fo 'pall'd with the vain fear of death 

Can call this cruelty ? 'tis love, 'tis mercy ; 

And grant, ye Gods, if e'er I'm made a captive, 

I meet the like fair treatment from the foe, 

Whofe ftronger ftar quells mine. Now lead them on, 

And, while they live, treat thetn, as meii Ihould men. 

And not as Rome treats Britain. [Exeunt Captives^ 

' Druid, thcfe, 

Ev'n fhould their chief efcape, may to the Gods 

In facrifice Whence was that fhriek ? 

EVELINA, CARACTACUS, CHORUS. 
EVELINA. 

My father. 

Support me, take me trembling to your arms ; 
All is not well. Ah me, my fears o'ercome me ! 

CARACTACUS. 
What means my child ? 

EVELINA. 

Alas ! we are betray 'd. 
Ev'n now as wand'ring in yon eaftern grove 

I 
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I caird the Gods to aid qs, the dread found 
Of many hafty fteps did meet mine ear : 
This way Aey preft. 

CARACTACUS. 

Daughter, thy fears are vain, 
EVELINA. 
Methought I faw the flame of lighted brands, 
And what did glitter to my dazzled fight. 
Like fwords and helms. * 

CARACTACUS. 

AH, all the feeble coinage 

Of maiden fe^r. « 

EVELINA. 

Nay, if mine ear miftook not, 
I heard the traitor's voicej^ who that way 'fcapM, 
Calling to arms. 

CARACTACUS. 
Away with idle terrors ! 
Know, thy brave brother's helm is crown'd with con- 
queft, 

Our Foes are fled, their leaders are our captives. 
Smile, my lov'd child, and Imitate the fun, 
That rifes mddy from behind yon oaks 
To hail him yiftor. 

K k z CHO. 
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CHORUS- 

That the rifing fun ! 
Qh horrour ! horrour I facrilegious fires 
Devour our groves : They bla^e, they blaze ! Oh found 
The trump again ; recall the prince, or all 
Is loft, 

CARACTACUS. 
Druid, where is th^ fortitude i 
Do not I live f Is not this holy fword 
Firm in my grafp ? I will preferve your groves, 
Britons, I go : Let thofe that dare die nobly. 
Follow my ftep. [^^'^^ Cara^acus^ 

EVELINA. 

Oh whither does he go f 
Return, return : Ye holy men, recall him. 
What is his arm againft a hoft of Romans I ' 
Oh I have loft a father ! 

CHORUS. 

Ruthlefs Gods ! 
Ye take away our fouls : A general panic 
Reigns thro' the grove. Oh fly, my brethren, fly> 
To aid the king, fly to preferve your altars I 
Alas \ 'tis all in vain j our fate is fixt. 
Look there, look there, thou miferable mSid ! 
Behold thy bleeding brother. A Rr 
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ARVIRAGUS, ELIDURUS, EVELINA, 
CHORUS. 
ARVIRAGUS. 

Thanks, good yotith f 
Safe haft thou brought me to that holy fpot. 
Where I did wifh to die. ' Support me ftill. 
Oh, I am fick to death. Yet- one ftep more : 
Now lay me gently down. I would drag out 
This life, tho* at fpme coft of throbs and pangs, 
Juft long enough to claim my father's bleffing. 
And figh my laft breath in my fitter's arms.-— 
And here fhe ki^eels, poor maid ! all dumb with grief. 
Reftrain thy Ibrrow, gentleft Evelina, 
True, thou d^ft fee me bleecj : I bleed to death. 

EVELINA. 
Say'ft thou to death f Oh Gods ! the barbed fliaft 
Is buried m his breaft. Yes, he muft die j 
And I, alas I am doom'd to fee him die. 
Where are your healing arts, medicinal herbs^ 
Yc holy men, your wonder-working fpells ? 
Fluck me but out this fhaft, ftanch but this blood. 
And I will call' down bleiSngs on your heads 
With fuch a fervency— And can ye not ! 
Then let me beg you on my bended knee. 

Give 
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Give to my mlfery fome opiate drug. 
May fhut up all my fenfes.— Yes, good fathers. 
Mingle the potion fo, that it may kill me 
Ji|ft at the inftant, this poor languifher 
Heaves his laft iigh. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

Talk not thus wildly, fitter. 
Think on our father's age — r-r— 

EVELINA. 

Alas I my brother ! 
We have no father now j or if y^t have, 
, He is a captive, 

ARVIRAGUS. 

Captive I Oh my wound ! 
It ftings me now— But is it fo ? [Turning to the Chorus^ 
CHORUS. 

Alas! 

We know no more, fave that he fallied fmgle 

To meet the foe, whofe unexpefted hoft 

Round by the eaft had wound their fraudful march, - 

And fir'd our groves. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Oh fatal, fatal valour ! 
Then is he fciz'd, or flain. 

AR- 
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Too furc he is ! 
Druid, not half the Romans met our fwords ; 
We found the fraud too late : the reft are yonder. 

CHORUS. 
How tould they gain the pafs i 

A R V I R A G tJ S. 

The wretch, that fled 
That way, returit'd j Conducing half their powers ; 
And — But thy pardon, youth, I will not wound thee. 
He is thy brother. 

E L I D U R U 8. 

Thus my honeft {^^ofd 
Shall force the blood from the detefted hearty 
That holds alliance with him. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

Elidurus, 

Hold, on our friendfhip, hold. Thou noble youth. 
Look on this innocent maid. She mufl to Rome, 
Captive to Rome. Thou fee'ft warm life flow from mc^ 
Ere long fhe'U have no brother. Heav'n's my witne(s, 
I do not wifh, that thou ibouldft lire the flave 
Of Rome : But yet fhe is my fitter. 

ELIDURUS. 

Prince, 

Th3ii 
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Thoii urgeft that, might make me drag aii 
In fetters worfe than Roman; 1 will live. 
And while I live— — 

Enter BARD. 

Fly to your cavcihs, Druids^ 
The grove's befet around. The chief approaches. 

CHORUS. 
Let him approach, we will confront his pride ; 
The Seer that rules ^inid the groves of Mona 
Has not to fear his. fiiry. What tho' age 
Slackens our iinews ; what tho* fhield and (word 
Give not their irolt aid td gujurd our body ; 
Yet virtue arms our foulj and 'gainft that panoply 
What Vails the rage of robbers ? Let him come; 

ARVIRAGUS. 
I faint apace.— Ye, venerable men^ 
If ye can fave this body from pollution. 
If ye can tomb me in this facred place, 
I trufl: ye will. I fought to fave thefe ffcvesi 
And, fruitlefs tho' I fought, fome grateful oak, 
I truft will fpread its reverential gloom 
O'er my pale afhes — ^Ah ! that pang w«r death I 
My fifter, Oh 1 - ■ [D/tf. 

EH- 
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£ L I D U R U S. 

She faintis ! Ah raife her ! 
EVELINA; 

Yes, 

i^ow lie is dead. I felt his fpirlt g6 

In a cold flgh, and as it paft, methought 

It paus'd awhile, and trembled on my lips ! 

Take me not from hiiii : Breathlefs as he is, 

lie is my brother ftill^ and if the Gods 

Do pleafe to grace him with fome happier being. 

They ne'ei- caii give to him a fonder filler. 

CHORUS, 
firethreii, furrbund the corfe^ and, ere the foe 
Approaches, chani with meet folemiiity 
That grateful dirge your dying champion claims. 

SEMIGHORUS. 
id, where incumbent o'er, the fhade 
Rome's rav'ning eagle bows her beaked head ! 
Yet while a moment fate affords. 
While yet a moment freedom ftays. 
That moment, which outweighs 
Eternity's unmeafur'd hoards. 
Shall Mona's grateful Bards employ 
To hymn their godlike Hero to the (ky. 

L 1 SXMI. 
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SEMICHORUS. 
Ring out, ye mortal firings j 
Anfwer thou heav'nly Harp, inftinft with fpirit all. 
That o'er the jafper arch felf-warbling fwings 
Of bleft Andraste's throne : 
Thy facred founds alone 
Can celebrate the fall 

Of bold AKViKAGVS-^lEntfrJulusDidtusandRomanr^ 
AULUS DIDIUS, CHORUS, EVELINA, 
EUDURUS. 
AULUS DIDIUS- 
Ye bloody priefts^ 
Behold we burft on your infernal rites. 
And bid you paufe, ^ Inftant reftore our foldier». 
Nor hope that fuperftition's ruthlefs ftep 
Shall wade in Roman gore. Ye favage men. 
Did not our laws give licenfe to all faiths. 
We would o'erturn your altars, headlong heave 
Thefe fliapelefs fymhols of your barbarous Gods, 
And let the golden fun into your caves. 

CHORUS. 
Servant of CiES AR, has thine impious tongue 
Spent the black venom of its blafphemy i 
It has. Then take our curfes on thine head^ 

Ev'n 
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Ev*n his fell curfcs, who doth reign in Mona, 
Vicegerent of thofe Gods thy pride infults. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 
Bold prieft, I fcorn thy curfes, and thyfelf. 
Soldiers, go fearch the caves, and free the prifoners. 
Take heed, ye feize Caractacus alive. 
Arreft yon youth ; load him with heavieft irons. 
He fhall to Cjesak anfwer for his crime. 

ELIDURUS. 
I ftand prepar'd to triumph in my crime. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 
^is well, proud boy — Look to the beauteous maid, 

[To the foldiers. 
That tranc'd in grief, bends o'er yon bleeding corfe, 
Refpefl: her forrows. 

EVELINA. 

Hence ye barbarous men. 
Ye fhall not take him welt'ring thus in blood. 
To fliew at Rome, what Britifli virtue was. 
Avaunt ! The breathlefs body that ye touch 
Was once Arviragus ! 

AULUS DIDIUS. 

Fear us not, Princefs, 

We reverence the dead. 

'Ll2 CHO- 
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CHORUS. 

Would too to heav'n^ 
Yc reverenced the Gods but ev*n enough 
Not to debafe with flaver/s cruel chain. 
What they created free. 

A U L U S D I D I U S. 

The Romans fight 
Not to enflave, but humanize the ^orld^ 

CHORUS. 
Go to, we will not parley with thee, Roma^ : 
Inftant pronounce our doom. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 

Hear it, and thank us^ 
This once our clemency (hall fpare your groves. 
If at our call ye yield the Britifh king : 
Yet learn, when next ye aid the foes of Cjesar,^ 
That each old oak, whofe folemn gloom ye boaft. 
Shall bow beneath our axes. 

CHORUS. 

Be they blafted. 
Whene'er their fhade forgets to fhelter virtue. 

Enter BARD. 
Mourn, Mona, mourn. Caractacus is captive ! 
And doft thou fmile, faljfe Roman ? do not think 

He 
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He fell an eafy prey. Know, ere he yielded. 
Thy braveft veterans bled. He too, thy fpy. 
The bafe Brigantian prince, hath feal'd his fraud 
With death. Burfting thro' armed ranks, that hemmM 
The caitiff round, the brave Cakactacus 
Seiz'd his falfe throat ; and as he gave him death 
Indignant thunder'd, < Thiis is my laft ftroke 
f The ftroke of juftice.* Numbers then oppreft him : 
I faw the flaye, that cowardly behind 
l^inion'd his arms ; I (zyv the lacred fword 
Writh'd from bis grafp : I faw, what now ye fee^ 
Inglorious iight I thofe barbarous bonds upon him. 
PARACTACUS, AULUS DIDIUS, CHORUS, $tc. 

CARACTACUS. 
Romans, methinks the malice of your tyrant 
Might furnilh heavier chains. Old as I am. 
And withered as you fee thefe war-worn limbs, 
Truft me, they fliall fupport the weigbticft load 
Injuftice dares impofe.— 

Proud-creftcd foldier! [ToDidius^ 
Who feem'ft the mafter-mover in this buiinefs. 
Say, doft thou read lefs terror on my brow, 
Than when thou met'ft me in the fields of war 
Heading my nations ? No, my free-born foul 

Has 
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Has fcom ftill left to fparkle thro' thefe eyes. 
And frown ddianGc on thee. Is it thus ! 

[Seeing his forli ho^% 
Then I'm indeed a captive. Mighty Gods ! 
My foul, my foul fubmits : Patient it bears 
The pond'rous load of grief ye heap upon it. 
Yes, it will grovel in this fhatter'd breaft. 
And be the fad tame thing, it ought to be, 
Coopt in a fervile body. 

AULUSDIDIUS. 

Droop not. King. 
Whdh Claudius, the great mafter of the world, 
iShall hear the noble ftory of thy valour. 
His pity , ■■ » 

CARACTACUS. 

Can a Roman pity, foldier \ 
And if he can, Gods ! muft a Briton bear it ? 
Arviragus, my bold, my breathlefs boy. 
Thou haft efcap'd fuch pity ; thou art free. 
Here in high Mona fhall thy noble limbs 
Reft in a noble grave ; pofterity 
Shall to thy tomb with annual reverence bring . 
Sepulchral ftones, and pile them to the clouds ! 
Whilft mine— P— 

AULUS 
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AULUS DIDIUS. 

The morn doth haften our depaiture«. 
Prepare thee. King, to go : A favVing gale 
Now fwells our fails. ' • 

CARACTACUS. 

Inhuman, that thou I. 
Doft thou deny a moment for a father 
To Ihed a few warm tears o'er his dead fon ? 
I tell thee, chief, this zSt might claim a life. 
To do it duly ; even a longer life, . - , * 
Than forrow ever fuffer'd. Cruel n\4nt 
And thou denieft me moments. Be it fo« 
I know you Romans weep not for your children | 
Ye triumph o'er your tears, and think it valour : 
I triumph in my tears. Yes, beft-lov'd boy. 
Yes, I can weep, can fall upon thy corfe^ 
And I can tear my hairs, thefe few grey hairs. 
The only honours war and age have left me* 
Ah ion ! thou mightft have rul'd o'er many nations, 
As did thy royal anceflry : But I, 
Rafh that I was, ne'er knew the golden curb 
Difcretion hangs on brav'ry : Elfe perchance 
Thefe men, that fatten fetters on thy father, 
Had fu'd to him for peace, and claim'd his friendfliip. 

AULUS 
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Al/LUS DIDIUS. 
j^at tbdu was ftill implacable to Rooie, 
And fcorti'd her friendfliip. 

CARACTACUS farting up frm thi b9i^: 

Soldier, I had arms. 
Had neighing fteeds to whirl my iron cars. 
Had wealth, dominion. Doft thou wonder, Romahj 
I fought to fave them i What if Cjesar aims 
To lord it univerfal o*er the world. 
Shall die world tamely 6rouch at CjESAit's footftool I 

AULUS DIDIUS. 
Read in thy fate our anfwer. Yet if fiioner 
Thy pride had yielded-—* 

C A R A G T A C U S. 

Thank thy Oods, I did noe4 
Had it beeii fo,* the g^Hry of thy mafter^ 
Like my misfortunes,^ had been Ihort and trivial,^ 
Oblivion's ready prey : Now after flruggling 
Nine years, and that right bravely 'gaiitft a tymnt| 
I am his flave to treat as feems him good| 
If cruelly, 'twill be an eafy talk 
To bow a wretch, alas ! how bow'd already / 
Down to the duft : If well, his clemency. 
When trick'd and vamiih'd by your gloffing penmen^ 

Will 
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Will fhine in honour's annals^ and adorn - 
Himfelf ; it boots not me. Look there, look there, . 
The flave that flhot that dart, kill'd ev*ry hope 
Of loft Caractacus ! Arife, my daughter. 
Alas ! poor Prince j art thou too in vile fetters ? 

[To Eiidurus. 
Come hither, youth : Be thou to me ^ fon. 
To her a brother. Thus with trembling arms 
I lead you forth ; children, we go to Rome. 
Weep*ft thou, my girl ? I prithee hoard thy tears 
For the fad meeting of thy captive mother : 
1^ov we have much to tell her, much to fay 
t)f thefe good men, who nurtur'd us in Mona ; 
Much of the fraud and malice, that purfu'd us ; 
Much of her foh, who pour'd his precious blood 
To fave his fire and fifter : Think'ft thou, maid,,- 
Her gentlenefs cah hear the tale, and live ? 
And yet fhe muft. Oh Gods, I grow a talker 1 
Grief and old age are ever full of words : 
But l'll be mute. Adieu ! ye holy men ; 
Vet one look more — Now lead us hence for ever. 



M in LET- 
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LETTER I, 

I Was aware,, when I fent you my * Poem, that it 
would be liable to the very objefti,ons you make 
to it. Yet perhaps they will be obviated to your 
fatisfadion, when. I have laid before you (as indeed I 
pught to have done at firft) the original idea which led 
me to chufe fuch a fubjeft, and to execute it. in fo 
peculiar a manner. 

Had I intended to give an exa£t copy of the antient 
Prama, your objections to the prefent Poem would be 
unanfwerable. Put my defign was much lefs confined. 
I meant only to purfue the antient method^ fo far as 
it is probable a Greek Poet, were he alive, wou)d now 
do, in order to adapt himfelf to the genius of our 
times, and the charafter of our Tragedy. According 
to this notion, every thing was to be allowed to the 
prefent tafte, which nature and Ariftotle could poffibly 
difpenfe with ; and nothing of intrigue or refinement 
was to be admitted, at which antient judgment could 
reafonably take offence. Good fenfe, as well as an- 
tiquity, prefcribed an adherei^ce to the three great 
Unities ; thefe therefore were ftridly obferved. But 
on the other hand, to follow the modern matters in 
thofe refpefls wherein they had not fo faultily deviated 
from their predeceffors, a ftory was chofen, in which 
the tender rather than the noble paffions were predo* 

NOTE. 

* Elf B IDA, to ^ch thele letters wer6 prefixt !n the former Editions 
of |h9t Pgem* 

minant, 
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minant, and m which even love had the principal 
fliarc.. Chara£fers too were dVawn as nearly approach* 
ing to private ones, as Tragic dignity would peonit; 
and affedions raifed rather from the impulfe j)f com-* 
mon humanity, than the diflxefles of wyalty and the 
fate of kingdoms. Befides this, for the fake of natural 
cmbellifliment, and to reconcile mere modern readers 
to that fimpiicity of fable, in which I thought it ne- 
ceflary to copy the Antients, I contrived to lay the 
icene in an old romantic foreft, For, by this means, 
I was enabled to enliven the Poem by various touches^ 
of paftoral defcription ; not affeftedly brought rn from 
the ftore-houfe of a pifhirefque ipiagination, but ne* 
C)*flkrily refuking from the fcenery of the place itfclf ; 
A beauty fo extremely ftrrking in the Comus of Milton, 
^hd the As vou like it of Shakefpear ; and of which 
the Greek Mufe (though fond of rural Imagery) has 
rfbrded few examples, bcfidey that admirable one in 
the Philoctetes of Sophocles, 

By this idea I could wilh you to regulate your critl-* 
crfm. I need not, I think, obfcrvc to you that dicfc 
deviations from the pradice of the Antients may be 
reafonably defended. For we were long fince agreed, 
that where Love does not degenerate into epifodical 
gallantry, but makes the foundation of the diftrefs;, 
it is, from the univerfality of its influence, a paffion 
very proper for Tragedy. And I have foen you too 
inuch moved at the reprefentation of fome of our bcft 
Tragedies of private -ftory, tobdieve you will condemn 
me for making th& other deviation. 

LET- 
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LETTER n. 

I AM glad, you approve the method, I have taken 
of foftening the rigour of the old Drama. If I 
have, indeed, foftencd it fulliciently for the modern 
tafte, without parting with any of the eflentials of the 
Greek method, I have obtained my purpofe: which 
was to obviate fome of the popular obje£tions made to 
the antient form of Tragedy. For the current Opi- 
nion, you know, is, that by the ftri£t adherence to 
the Unities, it reftr^ins the genius of the Poet ; by the 
fimplicity of its condud, it diminiihes the pathos of 
the fable ; and, by the admiffion of a continued chorus, 
prevents that agreeable embarrafs, which awakens ou.r 
attention, and interefts our paffions. 

The univerf^l veneration, which we pay to Jhe 
jiame of Shakefpear, at the fame time that it has ioi- 
proved our rcli(h for the higher beauties of Poetry, 
has undoubtedly been the ground-work of all this 
falfe criticifm. That difregard, which, in compliance 
merely with the tafte of the times, he (hewed of all 
the neceflary rules of the Drama, hath fince been con- 
fidered as a chara<£teriftic of his vaft and original ge- 
nius ; and confequently fet up as a model for fucceed- 
ing writers. Hence M. Voltaire remarks very' juftly, 
U merite de cet auteur a perdu le Theatre Anghis. 
J^e temsj qui feul fait la reputation des hmmes^ rend 
a la 'fin leurs defauts refpi£fables* 

Yet, notwithftanding the abfurdity of this low fu- 
pcrftition, the notion is fo popular amongft Englifh- 

men^ 
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then, that I fear it will ntver be entirely^ difcreditecl^ 
till a poet rifes up amohgft us with a genius as eleva- 
ted and daring as Shakefpear's, and a judgment ds 
fober and chaftifed as Racine's. But as it feems tob 
long to wait for this prodigy, it will not furely be 
improper for any one of common talents, who would 
entertain the public without indulging its caprice, to 
take the beft models of antiquity for his guides j and 
to adapt thofe models, as near as may be, to the man- 
ners and tafte of his own times. Unlefs he do both, 
he will, in effeft, do nothing. For it cannot be 
doubted, that the many grofs faults of our ftage are 
owing to the complaifance and fervility, with whict 
the ordinary run of writers have ever humoured that 
illiterate, whimfical, or corrupted age, in which it wai 
their misfortune to be born*. 

Hilton, you will tell me, is a noble exception to 
this obfervation. He is fo, and would have been a 
nobler, had he not run into the contrary extreme* 
The contempt in which, perhaps with juftice, he hel^ 
the age he lived in, prevented him from condefcend- 
ing either to amufe or inftru£l it. He had, before, 
given to his unworthy Countrymen the nObleft Poeni 
that genius, condufted by antient art, could produce ; 
and he had feen them receive it with difregard, if not 
with dillike. Confcious therefore of his own dignity, 
and of their demerit, he looked to pofterity only for 
his reward, and to pofterity only direfted his future 
labours. Hence it was perhaps, that hp formed his 
Sampson Agoni^tes on a ipodel more fimple and 
fevere than Athens herfelf would have demanded ; and 
took ^fchylus for his matter rather than Sophocles 

or 
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br Eoripides : ihteiidmg^by this condu£t to put as great 
k diftahce as pof&ble between himfelif ahd his contem-r 
^rary writers ; and to make his work (as he himfelf 
faid) much different from what amon^ them faffed for 
ihehift. The fucceiTs of the Poem was, accordingly. 
What one would have expteSed. The age, it appeared 
in, treated it ^ with total hegle<Si:; neither hath that 
pofterity, to which he appealed, and which has done 
juflice to nu>ft of his other writings, as yet given to 
this excellent piece its full meafure of popular and 
Univerial fame. Perhaps, in your clofet, add that of 
la few more, who unaiFe<5ledly admire genuine nature 
ind ahtient fimplicity; the Agoniftes may hold a di- 
ftinguiflied rank. Yet; furely, we cannot fay (in 
Hamlet's phrafe) " that it pUafe^ the Million i it is fill 
Cavkr te the general.'' 

Hence, t tbihk, I may conclude, that unlefs one 
Would be content With a very late and very learned 
pofterityj Milton's conduft in this point fhould not be 
followed; A Writer of tragedy muft certainly adapt 
himfelf more to the general tafte j becaufe the Dra- 
maticj of all kinds of Poetry, ought to be moft uni- 
verfally reliflied and underftood. The Lyric Mufe 
addrelTes herfelf to the imagination of a reader; the 
Didaftic to his judgment; but the Tragic firikes di- 
reftly on his paffions. Few men have a ftrength of 
imagination capable of purfuing the flights of Pindar ; 
many have not a clearnefs of apprebenfion fuited to 
the reafonings of Lucretius and Pope : But every man 
has pafRons to be excited and every man feels them 
excited by Shakefpear. , 

N n But, 
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But, though Tragedy be Aus chieBy dire^ to 
the heart, it muft be obferved, that it will feldom at- 
tain its end without the concurrent approbation of the 
judgment. And to procure this, die artificial coti-^ 
ftru£lioti of the fable goes a great way. In France, 
the excellence of their feveral poets is chiefly meafured 
by this ftandard. And amongft our own writers, if 
you except Shakefpear (who indeed ought, for his 
other virtues, to be txtthpt from common rules) you 
will find, that the moft regular of their compofitions 
is geiteraity reckoned thtit Chif ff9euvrt j witnefs the 
All for Lo^e t>f Drydett> the Fentce prefervitd of Ot* 
way, and the Jane ISRore df Rowe. 

LETT E R ih. 

THE fcheroe^ you propofed in yourlaft, is I own 
praSicable enough. Undoubtedly, moft pait 
of the Dialogue of the Chorum might be put into the 
mout^ of ah Eihma or Matilda; Who, iVidi feme tittle 
fhew of fifterly coricernmeht, might be eafily inade 
to claim kindred with Earl Athelv^^oli Nay, by the 
addition of a few unnec^flkry Incidents, which would 
coft me no more than they are worth ill contriving, 
and an unmeaning perlbnagi^ of two^ who would h6 
as little expence in creating, I believe I cottld quickly 
make the whole tolerably fit for aA Engliih Audience. 

But for all this I cannot perfuade myfelf to enter 
upon the tafk. I have, I know not how (tike many 
of my betters) contraded a kind of veneratbn for ttic 
old Chorus ; and am willing to thmk it eflential to the 

Tragic 
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Tragic Drama. You iball hear the reafons that in- 
cline me to this judgment. They refpe£t the Ppet and 
the Au4ienc^* 

It is agreed, J thinly on all hands, that in the 
condud of a fable, the admiiSon of a Chorus lays a 
lieccffary reftvamt on the Poet. The two Unities of 
time and place^ are efteemed by fome of lefs confe* 
guence in our modern Tragedy, than the third Unity 
of A£Hon; but admit a Chorus, and you muft, of 
neccffity, reftore them to thofe equal rights, which 
they antiently enjoy<^, and yet claim> by the Charter 
of Ariftotle. For the differepce, which the ufe of the 
Chorus makes, is ihis : The modem Drama contents 
itfelf with a fad reprefmti^i aotiefit requires it to 
he reprefiviid tffkr^ Spi^atorf. Kow as it cannot be 
fupppfedj^Stt thefe Spe£ta(or9 ihould accompany the 
phief j^erfensiges ii^^ private apartments, one fingle 
Scene, or unity cf Placty becomes ftridtly neceffary. 
And as thefe Spedators are aflembled on purpofe to 
pbferve s^tid beai: 4 part in the adipn,^ the t*we of that 
a£Upn be^ines, 9f irourie, that of the fpe^acle or 
reprefentation itfelf; it being unre^fons^ble to' make 
the Spe£Utor3 attend fo long, ^ the Fp<;t, ip bfing- 
\ng ;^bput his Cataftroph^ tpay iiequirq. And this is 
ufually tl^e pra^^tc^ pf the antient Stage, 't'he mo- 
dern, on the contrary, regards very little thefe two 
capital reftraints^ and its difufe of the Chorus helps 
greatly to conceal the abfurdity. For the Poet, with- 
out offending fo much againft the laws of probability, 
may lead his perfonages from one part to another of 
the fame palace or city, when they have only a paltry 
Servant or infigiiificant Confidant to attend them. 

N n 2 He 
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He may think himfelf at liberty to fpend two or thrco 
days, months, or ^en years, in completing his ftory ^ 
to clear the ftage at the end, or, if he pleafes, in the 
middle of every aft : And, being under no controul 
of the Chorus, he can break the continuity of the 
Drama, juft where he thinks it convenient; and, "by 
the aififtance of a brilk fugue and a good violin, caq 
pcrfuade his audience, that as much time has elapffed 
as his Hero's, or rather his qyvn ^iftreis^ may demand. 

Hence it is, that fecret intrigues become (as Mr, 
Drydcn gravely calls them) the beauties af our modern 
Stage. Hence it is^ that Incidents, and Buftle, and( 
Bujinefsy fupply the place of Simplicity, Nature, and[ 
Pathos : A happy change, perhaps, for tlhe generality 
of writers, who might otherwife find it impoffible tq 
fill cette hngue carrien de cinq aSfes^ which a Writerj^ 
fufficiently experienced in thefe matters, fays, efl Ji 
fradigieufemeHt diffcik a rfmplir fans Efifddes. 

But, whatever thefe Play-makers may have gained 
by rcjefting the Chorus, the true Poet has loft con- 
fiderably by it. For he has loft a graceful and natural 
refource to the embellifliments of Pi<Shirefque Defcrip* 
tion, fublime allegory, and whatever elfe comes under 
the denornination of pure Poetry. Shakefpear, indeed, 
had the power of introducing this naturally, and, 
what is moft ftrange, of joitiipg it with pure Pajfuntm 
But I make no doubt, if we had a Tragedy of hi^. 
formed on the Greek model, we fliould find in it more 
frequent, if not nobler inftances of his high Poetical 
capacity, than in any fmgle compofition he has left us, 
I think you have a proof of this in thofe parts of his 

hiftorica^ 
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biftorical pkys, which are called Chorufee, and Wljtv 
ten in the common Dialogue metre. And ^our ima*? 
gination will eafily cosceive, how fine an ode the de^ 
Icription of the night preceding the battle of Agin* 
court, would have made in bis hands 9 and .what ad* 
llitional grace it would receive from that fiotn of 
compoikion. ' 

WiTU the means of introducing Poetry natnnillf^it- 
loft, alfo, the opportunity of conveying mor^ ftfiec* 
tions with grace and propriety. But this comes more 
properly under confideration, when I give you mf 
thoughts on the advantage the audience jneceived fioom 
^ well^condttAed Chorus, 

LETTER IV. 

IN my laft I took no notice of that fuperior pomp 
and majefty, which the Chorus necedarily added 
to the fcene pf the Drama. I made no remarks on 
^ agreeable variety it introduced into the verfificftt^oa 
and metre ; nor ihewed how, by uniting the harmonjr 
pf the Lyre to the pomp of the Bufkin, imiific became 
intimately cotmeded with it^ and furnifhed it widi 
all its additional graces. Thefe and many other ad* 
vantages I might have infifted upon, h^d I though 
fhem fo material as the two I mentioned ; the latter of 
which, namely, its being a proper vehicle fojr morid 
^ and fentiment, is fo material, that I think nothing 
pan poffibly atone for the lofs of it. 

In thofe parts of the Drama, where the judgment 
ff a mixt audience is moft liable to be mifled by what 

paffci 
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fifttB before its view, the chief adors are generally 
too much agitated by the furious paffions, or too 
much attached by the tender ones, to think coolly, 
and imprefs on the fpedators a moral fentiment pro- 
perly. A Confidant or Servant has feldom fenie 
enough to do it) never dignity enough to make it 
regarded. Inftead therefore of thefe, the Antienta 
were provided with a band of diftinguiflied peHbns, 
not merely capable of feeing and hearing, but of 
arguing, advifing, and refleding; from the leader of 
which a moral fentiment never came unnaturally, but 
fuitably and gracefully ; and from the troop itfelf, a 
poetical flow of tender commiferation, of religious 
fupplication, or of virtuous triumph, was ever ready 
to heighten the pathos, to infpire a reverential awe of 
the Deity, and to advance the caufe of hnefy and of 
truth. 

If you aik me, how it augmented the pathetic, I 
cannot give you a better anfwer than the Mbe Vatry 
has done ih his diflertation on the fubjed, publiihed 
in the Memirt le VAcad. des Infer, fafr. It effeebd 

this (fays h^) both in its odes and dialogue. The 

wonderful power of Mufic and' the Dance is univer- 
« fally allowed. And, as thefe were always acempa- 
<^ nymenU tp the Odes, there is no doubt but diey 
«<eontributed greatly to move the paffions. It was 
^' neceflary that there flxould be odies or intermedes; 
^ but it was alfo neceflary, that thefe intermedes 

Ihould not fuller the minds of the Audience to cool, 
<< but, on the contrary, (hould fupport and fortify 

tfaofe paffions which the previous fcenes had already 
» excited. Nothing imaginable could produce this 

. « cflfca 
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«<effe& better, than the choral ibng$ and da»e9| 
which fiUe4 the mind with ideas correrponding t6 
the fubjed, and never failed to add new force to 
the fentiments of the principal perfonages. In the 
Dialogue alfo, the Chorus ferved to move the pafr 

*^ fions, by ihewing to the fpe^lators other fpe£bitor$ 
ftrongly atteded by the a&ion. A fpe£tacle of fuch 
a kind as is fitted to jexcijte in us the paifions of 

" Terror^ and Pityy will not of itfqlf fo ftrongly aflFeft 
us^ as when we fqe others, alio, affe^^ed by it. 
The painters have generally underftood this fecret, 
and have had recourfe ^o an expedient, fimilar to 

" that of the Chorus of the poets. Not content with 
the fimple reprefentation of an hiftorical event, -they, 
have alfo added*groups of afliftant^iigyres, and ex- 

^< preft in their faces the different paiEons, they would 
have their picture excite. Nay they fometimes in- 
lift into their fervice even irrational animals. In 
the ftmghur rf th lnnocenU^ le Brun was not fatif- 

"fied with ^preffing all the horror* of which the 
fubjedl is naturally capable \ he has alfo painted two 

^^horfes with their hair ftanding on end, and ftarting 

*^,back, as afraid to trample upon the bleeding . 

*<fants. Thi» is an artifice which has pft^n been 

*Semployed,.apd which has always fucceeded. A: good 

^< poet Ihould do the fame ; and Iphigenia ihpuld not 
be Aifiered to appear on the Thcat«, without being 
accompanied with perfons capable of feeling hfr 
misfortunes,*' 

Hax> this ingenious Abbe feen the famous Beliiariua 
of Vandyke, I am apt to be}ieve he would have thought 
it a much tnore noble illuftration of the matter. The 

Soldier 
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fec^ier'iii tkat fMece, though fo taucK condemned hf 
kfvtr wod&m P!rofeiE)r& of Flrtu for being, as they fay; 
the pfrincipat Figure, is the very thing which raifei 
ibis picture from a fimple Portrait (which 'it imift 
btherwife ba^e beeii) to the ^ft mond paiiiting ; and 
ift Greece would ha?e placed the paiiiter amongft that 
cla(s of Artifts, which they efteemed the nobleft, th^ 
keoTPA^or. The greatcft Tragic Poet could not 
liave raifed a mOre e^uifite diftfefs Azii this judicioud 
painter has done by the attittide of that Soldier; ad 
vrell as by the fubordinate figures, winch, with great 
propriety^ are female ones ; nothing being fo likely 
to^ vaife in a military mind that mixture of pity and 
iiflairi, which he wanted to expreis, as to fee fuch a 
hero relieved by charity And that tt}& the charity of 
girls and old women; 

But, ^ttirning to my fubjeA, I will juft obferve 
to you, that if it be proper to affift an audience in' 
relifliing the pathetic, by &ewlng an imitation of that 
pathos in the Chorus, it is much m<Mre fo to inftrud 
them how to be aiie£bd properly^* with the chara£ler$ 
and adidns which are represented in the cburfe of the 
Drama. The chara£fer of Pierre in Fenice prtjerved; 
when left entirely to the judgment of the audience, 
is perhaps one of the hioft improper for public viewV 
that ever was produced on any ftage. It is atmoft im- 
poffihle, but fome pfart of the fpedators fliould go? 
from the reprefentation with very falfe and immoral 
impreffions. But had the Tragedy been written oti 
the anti«it plan; bad Pierre's charader beert drawn 
juft as it is, and fome few -alterations made m Jaffief^s,' 
I know na two charadlers more capable of doing Ser- 
vice 
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rice hi a faora} vkvr^ viiicti juftly amraadverted upon 
hy the Chorufi. I .*Mi*t fay, I would have trufted 
Otway with the writing of it. 

To have done, and to releafe you. Bad charaftcrs 
become on this plan as harmlcfs in the hands of the 
Poet, as the Hiftorian; and good ones become infi- 
nitely tnoxt ufeful, by how much the Poetic is more 
ibrcible'than the Hiftorical mode of inftruaion. 



LETTER V. 

THE reafon, why in a former Letter you ad- 
vifed me to alter the Chorus, is made very 
apparent in your laft. For, by pcrfuading me to get 
the Odes fet to mufic, and to rifk the Play on the 
ftage, I underftand only that you are willing, any 
how, to make it a more profitable work for me, than 
it can poiHbly be by means of the prefs alone. 

Yet cerbihly. Sir, one fingle refleftion on our 
Britifli pit will make you change your fentiments 
efFcauaily. Think only on the trial made by M. 
Racine, in a nation whofe tafte for probability and 
decorum in Theatrical diverfions is much before ours. 
In his two laft Tragedies, you know, he has fully fyc- 
ceeded in the very, thing I aimed at ; and has adapted 
a noble imitation BP antient fimplicity to the tafte of 
bis own times: particularly in his Malia, a poem in 
which the moft fuperb and auguft fpeflacle, the moft 
interefting event, and the moft fublime flow of in- 
fpired Poetry, are all nobly and naturally united. 

O o Yet 
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Yet I am told, that neither that, nor die EJbefj re- 
tains its Chorus, when reprefented on the French 
Theatre. 

To what is this owing ? To the refinement iMoft 
cerhunly of our modern muiic. This art is now car-^ 
rled to fucb a pitch of perfe^on, or if you will of 
corruption, which makes it utterly incapable of being 
an adjunft to Poetry. II y a grand apparemt^ que les 
progrh que vouz avfz faits dans la mujiquey ent nut 
enfin a ceux de la veritable Tragedte. Ceft un talent^ 
qui a fait tort a un autre \ > fays M, Voltaire with his 
ufual taftc and judgment. Our differcftt cadences, 
our diviiions, variations, repetitions, without which 
modern mufic cannot fubfift, are entirely improper for 
the exprellion of poetry, and were fearce known to 
the Antieirts. 

But could this be managed, the additional expence 
neceffarily attendant on fuch a performance, would 
make the iftatter impracticable. This Mr. Dryderi 
forefaw long ago. The paflage is curious. 

A new Theatre, much more ample and much 
deeper, muft be made for that purpofe j befides the 

c< coft of fometimes forty or fifty habits : which is an 
expence too large to be fupplied by a company of 
a£^ors. It is true, I fhould not be forry to fee a 
Chorus on a Theatre, more t]pn as large and ais 
deep again as ours, built and adorned at a King's 
charges j and on that condition, and another, which 
is^^hat my hands were not bound behind me, as 

" now" they are, I Ihould not defpair of making fuch 

"a 
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aTra§edf zs might be both inJIruSlive and delightful 
<^ according tp the manner of the Grecians/' What 
he means by having his ban4f bounds I imagine, is, 
that he was either engaged to his fubfcribers for a 
Tr^nfUtion of Virgil, or to the manager of the Thea- 
tre for fo many plays a feafon. This fuflFrage of Mr, 
Dryden is, however, very appofite to the prefent point, 
Jt ferves, alfe, to vindicate my deiign of imitating the 
Greek Drama. For if he, who was fo prejudiced tb 
fhe modem ftage, as to tbipk intrigue a capital beauty 
in it s if he, I fay, owns that the grand fecret prodeffe 
ddeltare was the chara&eriftic of the Greek Drama 
cudy, nothing can better juftify my prefent attempt 
than the approb^ion l)e gives to it in this paiTage. 

Havinq now fettled with you all matters of general 
criticifm, I hope in your next you will give me your 
pbjeftions to feeneSy ^echesy images^ &c« And be af- 
fiired I fludl treat your judgment in thefe matters with 
griniter deference, than I have done^ in what i^lated to 
the Stage and the Chorus, 
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* I L L U S T R A T I O N[ 8. 

Page x6i. ven 4. 

On the left, 
Refide the f Sages ikill'd in nature's lore : 

t I. J* The Euvat^s ; one of the three claiSes of the 
Druids, according to Am. Marcellinus. Studia libe- 
ralium do£trinarum inchoata per Bardos, Euvates, & 
Druidas. This cktfs, Strabo telb us, had the care of 
the facriiices, and ftudied natural philofophyj which 
here, . by the changeful univerfty is ihewn to be on Py- 
thagorean principles. Whenever the PrieJIs 3^e men- 
tioned in the fubfequent parts of the Drama, this or- 
der of men is intended to be meant, as diftinguifhed 
from the Druids and Bards« 

Page 1 66* vcr. 12* 

ThouAaltlirei 
Yet (halt thou live an interdiAed wretch. 
All rights of nature cancelPd. 

Alluding to the Dniidical power of excommunica-- 
tion, mentioned by Csefar. Si quis aut privatus, aut 
publicus, eorum decreto non ftetit, facrificiis inter'* 

NOTE. 

* The above quatatiohSt from antient :(ttthon9 are here thrown to. 
fethcr, in order to fupport add oq>laiD feme pa(!a§et in the Drama of 
CAKACTACvsy that refpe£t the manners of the Druids; and which> the 
feneral aaount of thek cuftoms> to be fovnd in e«r hiiloiies of Britain^ 
dtes not indtidfc. 

dicunt. 
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Jicunt. Hvt poena apud eos eft gravii£nui< Quibus • 
iu iftii&dcfidtiim^u jltunc19o idkpicuru^ao ^ekiratoruni 
iiabentur^neque iis petentibus jus redditiir^ neque hoM> 
AOS ullus communicatui'4 C«C Cem. Lib. yi« 

Pi^ tjd. ver. 5, 
Afc the tfiflk-w^ike ftecfs prepMi ? 

Itt tKe minute deiferiljsftteit which PSir^ gives u^ of 
the c^rciiifany of gatherfng the mifletoe, he tdls usy 
ttejr facrificod two white buH^* See PKny*i Natural 
Miftory, I. xvi. c. 44. wfrich Drayton, iri his Pbiyol- 
febn, thus verfifies. 

Sometimes within my fiiades^ ia many an antient wood. 
Whole often-twined tops great Phoebus* fires withffood/ 
The fearlefi Britiflt prtefl, under ain aged oak, 
'tik^ k ifiilk^wlute bulli tiotiraiaed v^lth the ybke^ 
And with an axe of gold, froa^ that Jove-iacred tree 
The miiletoe cut down ; then with a bended knee 
On th' unhew'd altar Isiii pnt to the hallow'd fires ; 
And whilft in the fiiarp flame the trembling fleih expireSK 
As thdr ftrong fury iHov'd (when all the reft adore) 
Pronounctng their d^res the facrifice before, 
Up to th' eternal hcav'n their bloodied hands did rear : 
And whilft the murm'ring woods ev'n fliudder*d as with fear# 
Fread^'d to the be3rdle676mh the foul's iramortd ftate ; 
To other bodies ftill how it fhoald tranfmigrate. 
That to contempt of death them iirongly did excite. 

Ninth Song. 

Page 171. ver. 3. 

Where our matron fiftcr dwells. 

The exiftencc of female Druids feems afccrtained by 
Tacitus, in his defcription of the final deftruftion of 

Moiia 
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Moi\a by Pkuiihus Suetonius. Stabat pro litore diverfa 
kcies denik ftrmis vitifquty intercurfantthus fcemtnis^ &c. 
Alfo by the knotvn ftofy of Dioclefian, on which 
Fletcher filmed a play, called the Prophetefs, 

Page 171. ver. 6. ^ 

And the potent adder-ftone. 

The ovum anguinum, or ferpent's egg ; a famous 
bruidical amulet," thu^ circumftantially defcrlbed by 
Pliny.-i^^Praeterea eft ovorum genus in magna Gal- 
Uarum fama, omiiTum Graecis. Angues innumeri 
leftate convoiuti, (kliris fiaucium corporumque fpumis 
ilitifici cpm{dexu glomerantur ^ Anguinum appellatur. 
Druids flbilis id dicunt in fublime jadari, fagoque; 
bportere intercipi, ne tellurem attingat. Profugere rap- 
toreiri equo, ferpentes enim infequi, donee arceantur, 
ilmnis alicujus interventu^ Nat. Hift. 1. xxix. c. 3. 

Thei^e arfc remains of this fuperftition ftill, both in 
Hie northern and weftern parts of our ifland. For 
Lhvpydj the author of the Archeologia, writes thus to 
Rowland ; fee Mona Antiqua, p. 338. ** The Druid 
dodrine about the Glain Neidry obtains very much 
through all Scotland, as well lowlands as highlands ^ 
** but there is not a word of it in this kingdom (Jre- 
land) ; where, as there are no fnakes, they could 
not propagate it. Beiides fnake-ftones, the high- 
•* landers have their fnail-ftones, paddock^ftone^, &c. 
to all which they attribute their feveral virtues, and 
wear them as amulets." And in anothci; letter he 
writes, The Cornifti retain variety of charms, and 
have ftill, towards the land's end, the amulet of 
P p Maen 
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" Maen Magal, and Glain. Neidr, which lattcir they 
call a Milpreu, or Melpreu, and have, a charm for 

*« the fnake to make it, when they have found one 
afleep, and ftruck a haz^l wand in the centre of her 

« fpires." 

Page 188. ver. 17. ' 
Have the milk-white fteeds ^ . 
Unrein'd, and, neighing, pranced with favVIng 
fteps ? 

The few and Imperfed accounts antiquity gives us 
of ceremonies, &c. which are unquelHoiiably Draidi*' 
cal, make it necefTary in this, and ia otber places x>£ 
the Drama, to have recourfe to Tacitus's account :<if 
the Germans ; amongft.whom, if there were really no 
eftablilhed Druids, there was certainly a great: cori«-» 
fpondency, in religious opinions, . with the Gauls and 
Britons. The paffage here alluded to, is taken from 
his loth chapter. Proprium gentis, equqruipque quo- 
que praefagia ac monitus experiri. Pu^)lice aluntur 
iifdem nemoribus ac lucis, candidi & nuUo mo^dH 
opere contafiti, quos preflbs facro curru,. facerdos ac 
rex, vcl princeps civitatis comitantur, hinnitus & fre- 
mitus obfervant, nec ulli aufpicio major fides non folum 
apud plebem, fed apud groceres, apud facerdptes* 

Page 190. ver. i. 

Thou art a king, a fov*reign o'er frail man; ' 
1 am a Druid, fervant of the gods : 
Such fervice is above fuch fovVeignty. 

The fupreme authority of the Druids over their 
kings, i|s thus afcertained by Dion. Chryfoftom.— — 
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TT^urlsiv, ^Sl pH^^tviO-Qxt, tJ^i TO fcty »^n^£( tKiUaq ci^^tiVy 
Tovq Si 0otff\%iaqy etvruv vvs^erot^ it») SietKotovq yiync^ci% r^g 
yyejfAVift l» ^^6mq x^uaoij xx^7i(^gtnii, xa,) oixixf fxtyuXccq ux- 
£y*I«ff, n»} mo>ivli[jMf tvux^f^^^^^' Helmodus alfo de Slavis-, 
1. ii. c. 12. afferts, Rex apud eos modicgs eft seftima- 
jiQfiis in comparatione flaminis. 

Page 190. ver. 16. 

The time will come, when Deftiny and Death 
Thron'd in a burning car 

Straboj.and other writers, tell us, the Druids taught, 
that the world was finally to be deftroyed by fire ; up- 
on which this ^lle^ory is founded, 

Page 199. ver. 16. 

The gods, my brethren. 
Have wak*d thefe doubts in the untainted 

breaft 
Qf this mild maiden. 

Ineffe enim fanftum quid & providum fceminis pu- 
tant. Nee aut confilia ipforum afpcrnantur, aut re- 
- fponfa negant. Tac. de morib. Germ. And Strabo 
to the like purpofe, 1. vii. *Atffay]ij y»^ t»?? Ssia-iSoti^oyix^ 

P p 2 Pago 
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Page 205 • vcr. lO. - 

Behold yon huge 
And unhe>vn fpbere of living adamant. 

This is meant to defcribe the rocking-ftonc^ of 
which there are feveral ftill tq be feen in Wales, 
Cornwall, and Derbyfhire. , They are uiiiverfally fup- 
pofed, by antiquarians, to be Druid monuipcnts ; an4 
Mr. Toland thinks, " that the Druids made the people 
" believe that they only could move them» and that 
by a miracle, by v^hich they condemned or acquitted 
the accufcd, and often brought criminals to confefs 
what could in no other way ^ extorted from th^m.'^ 
It was this conjefture which gave the hint for thi^ 
• piece of machinery. The reader may find a defcription 
of one of thefe rocking-ftones in Camden's Bri^^nia^ 
in his account of Pembrokefliifc ; an;d alfo fe^ral in 
Borlafe's hiftory of CornwalJ. 

Page 236. ver. 15. 

And it's name 

Trifingu§. 

The name of the enchanted fvvord in the Hervarer 
Saga. 

Page 237. yer. 3. 
By the bright circle of the golden fpn. 

This adjuration is taken from the literal form of tb,t 
old Druidical oath, which they adminiftered to their 
difciples ; and which the learned Selden, in Prolog, de 

Diis 
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piis Syr. gives m from Vcttius Valcns Antiochenifs, 
i. vii. It is as follows : Tii flw^IlxW ifuvt 

ff»Oof«lr«( 0^^^ HAIOY fAiv >i^o» k^xXov x«» XEAENHS 
n^xAty AYOieAIA£&A ZOAIAN, iy •mtrttn l^it. 

Page 246. v€r. 16. 

Near each ^ white-rob'd Druid, whofc ftcrn 
voice 

Thundered deep execrations on the foe. 

This account is taken from what hiflx>iy tells us did 
feally happen fome years after, when the groves of 
Mona were deftroyed by Suetonius Paulinus. Igitur 
Monam infulam incolis validam, k receptaculum per- 
fugarum aggredi parat, navefque fabricatur piano al- 
veo, advcrfus breve litus & incertutn- ^ Sic Pedes; 
equites vado fecuti, ayt altiores inter undas, adnantes 
equis tranfmifere. Stabat pro litore diverfa acies denfa 
armis virifque, intercurfantibus fceminis : in modum 
furiarum, yefte fenJi crinibus dejeftis faces praeferc- 
bant. Druidae circum, preces diras fublatis ad ccelum 
manibus -fundentes, novitate afpedus perculere milites 
ut, quail haerentibus membris, immobile corpus vulne- 
ribus praeberent. Dein cohortationibus ducis, ic fe 
ipfi ftimulantes ne muliebre & &iaticum agmen pave- 
(cerent, inferunt figna, ftemuntque obvios & igni fuo 
^nvplvunt. Tac. Ann. 1. xiy, c. 29. 
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Page i58. vcr. 14. 

Thefc fliapelefs fymbols of your barbarous goda. 

iPhc Druids did not feally worfliip the divinityxunder 
any' fymbol. But this , is put intentionally into the 
'dnouth of the Roman, as miftaking the rude ftones 
placed round the grove, for idols. Thus Lucan in hig 
beautiful defcription of a Druid grove, 

fimulftcraque mcefta deorum 
Arte carent, cxfifque extant informia truncis, 

Phar. Lib. iii. 

Some imagery frcMn the fame defcription is alf^ bor* 
rowed in the opening of the Drama. 

Page 264. ver. ^. 

Soldier, I had arms. 

This paiTage, and fome others in this fcene, ai^c 
taken from Caraftacus's famous fpeech in Tacitus, 
before the throne of Claudius 5 but here adapted to his 
dramatic charafter. 
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